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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Ht Author of the following Pozus 
received a very libetal education at 
the Univerſites of Glaſgow, Edinburgh, 


and Oxtord. At Oxford he entered into 


orders in the Church of England, and 
was ſome time afterwards preſente. by Dr 
Oſwald, the late Biſhop of Raphoe, to a 

ſmall benefice in Ireland. That worthy 
Prelate honoured him with his patronage _ 
and friendſhip. As ſoon as an opportunity 
occurred, he preſented him to a better 


benefice; and if he had not died ſeveral _ 


years before Mr Greenfield, there was 

every reaſon to expect that he would have 
promoted him to a very comfortable ſitua- 
„ 1 tion. 


( ir ) 
Gai The Author alſo had ſome other 
| moſt reſpectable friends, from whoſe in- 


tereſt he might have conceived hopes of 


preferment ; but he did not live to enjoy 
any thing more than a very moderate in- 

come. He died ſuddenly in May 1788, 
in the 39th year of his age, and left a 
widow and family. 


Tun Poems which are now preſented 
to the Public, were written either in the 
courſe of his education, or afterwards as 
a relaxation from the ſeverer ſtudies in 

which his taſte or his profeſſion engaged 
him. From the time, indeed, of his en- 
- tering on his clerical office, he appears 
to have devoted himſelf almoſt entirely to 
his profeſſional duties. Of the zeal and 
activity with which he diſcharged theſe, 
the number of Sermons which he has 
left behind him in manuſcript, afford the 
ee 8d 
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moſt complete evidence; and which, al- 
though not fit for the public eye, will re- 
main with his friends as a pleaſing memo- 
rial of his piety and worth. They were 
evidently intended for the uſe only of his 
own congregation, and ſufficiently ſhew 
that the attainment of literary diſtinction 
was a very ſecondary object of his ambi- 

tion. ::; > 


Ix is with reluctance chat the Editor 


no commits to the Preſs the productions 


of the Author's earlier years, and that he 
conſents to leave his character to be eſti- 
mated by the imperfect teſtimony which 

they can afford of the real extent and ca- 
pacity of his mind. The reaſons, how- 
ever, which determine the preſent publi- 
cation, were too ſtrong for him to reſiſt; 
and while he indulges the hope that the 

Friends of the Author will receive it with 
pleaſure, 


1 


pleaſure, as a memorial of one whom they 
reſpected and loved, he truſts. that the 


vidence had granted him a longer life, 
might have diſtinguiſhed himſelf by more 
important exertions. 
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Public will not refuſe to receive favour- 
ably the remains of a man, who, if Pro- 
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PREFACE 


Fru Hint of the following Poem is taken from a 
»- tragical Event which happened ſeveral years ago 


A Gentleman of amiable qualities and ample fortune 
paid his addreſſes to a Lady whoſe father was his diſtant 
relation, and his guardian, The father, prompted per- 
haps by ſuſpicions that the World might aſcribe to his 
artifice what was the effect of tender attachment in his 
Ward, diſcountenanced a match ſo flattering to his fa- 


mily.— He was little aware of the height to which the 
Paſſion of the young Lovers had riſen. To prevent its 
effects, he cut off all means of interview, and treated his 


daughter with a rigour that bordered on brutality, —— 
This was the ſource of all the misfortunes which fol- 


IT was thought neceſſary to premiſe theſe leading cir. 
cumftances of the Story; becauſe the ſtarts of paſſion in 
the Poem rendered it impoflible, as well as improper, to 
ſtudy a perſpicuous and regular narration, — It ſome of 
the ſentiments appear favourable to Suicide, it is hoped 

that they will be ſolely imputed to the diſtracted ſituation 
of the perſon who utters them, Nothing could be far- 
ther from the Author's intention, than to recommend a 
Crime proſcribed by Religion, and pernicious to Society. 
He rather fancied that the picture here delineated would 
increaſe our natural horror of the Guilt, and alſo ſhow 


the Parent the effects of unrelenting obſtinacy in an ar- 


ticle of bigh importance to his Childrens happineſs. 
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FATAL ͤöͥ⁰ 


EEP in che boſom of mantling 
ſhade, | . 


Silence afar extends her lonely rule, 
Save where the weſt wind whiſpers thro 
glade, 


And fans with do wing the ſhambering 


Save where, reſponſive to the ringdoye's note, 
The bower of Echo murmurs from the grove, 
And the hoarſe raven pours his boding throat, 


the gloom his ruſtling pinions 


rove. | | a 
A 2 „ on 


Ls ) 


Von towering cliffs the cluſtering woods em- 3 

roms — 

In dizzy ſport far nodding c o'er the _ A 
Whoſe ſhaggy fide the torrents thundering 


down, 


 Swell'd by the ſtorm of winter, rudely ſweep. 


But now the ſtream in ſofter play diftills, 
And lingering in the vernal valley firays; | | 
While the moon's ons, om: the flver d 1 | 
be, — 
The glimmering azure, as it glides, r. . 3 


Y Loſt in the windings of the darkſome avove; 

=” A mouldering abbey ſpreads its Gothic 
| gloom 3} —_ 

| Where, ſhrinking from the gemua] wad of 

Love, 


A 55 The Flow r of Beauty waſted once her bloom ; 


Where, humbly proſtrate, at ; the midni ght 

Ei knell, 

me. meek-ey'd -- "2: avon of mn 
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But ah! ſtill nerveleſs in the lonely cell, 
Fair Virtue droop'd, and all her vigour died. 


The midnight-knell has long forgot to ſound, 


The meek-ey'd Virgin here no longer fighs, 


The trembling turrets ivy creeps around, 


And half the pile a an awful ruin hes. 


When Eve 8 daun robe o erfpreads the e dewy 


WE. 
Here diſmal ſhrieks the n s ear — 


And oft he ſpies, before the purple dawn, 


The grizzly e a athwart the vale. 


Here Sorrow loves to breathe the 433 | 
Sh, 

And fondly prompt the ſilver —_ to flow, 

And oft with heaving breaſt and downcaſt eye 

Hangs o'er the ſoothing, melting tale of woe. 


Ha! what art thou, whoſe wild diſorder'd mien 

The deep-felt anguiſh of ty ſoul reveals? 

Whole ſtep now hurries o'er as checquer d 
green, 


Na by the mazy rill bewilder'd ſteals ? 


Loo. 


nenn 
en 
e 


* 
4s 
* 


C6 ) 


Looſe wave thy careleſs ringlets to the gale; 


From thy ſtrain'd eye-balls {| parkling frenzy 
__ ſtreams; | 

Grief quivers on thy lip, ſo ghaſtly pale ; 
Beneath thy hand the half-drawn dagger 
gleams. 


Did Fortune raiſe thee on her giddy wheel, 


To daſh thee down, the victim of Deſpair ? 

Does thy torn heart the keen affliction feel, 

When the lov'd Maid is  faithleſs as ſhe's 
ns dhe 


Or doſt thou from that hapleſs manſion ſtray, 
Sweet youth, ſo worthy of a better fate, 


Where grinning Madneſs holds her horrid 


fway, 


And Nature mourns the ruins of her ſtate? 


The tear hangs trembling on his faded cheek, 


Where late the roſe her mildeſt bloſſom thed ; 
From his big heart theſe mutter'd accents 
break, 


His aan. path as wayward Fancy led. 
« Why 
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« Why fleeps the idle thunder in the ſky? 
A deed ſo black no lingering doom requires; 


Will no kind lightning, red with vengeance, 
To blaſt the wretch with all its pointed Gres? 


4 


How fair ſhe bloom'd \—Thou waſt che ſweet- 
_ eſt Flower 


That Paradiſe in all its pride could ſhow, 


Why did the ruffian-ſtorm its fury pour? 


Ah! ſoon it laid thy blighted beauties low. 


Sweeter my voice than flows the tender lay 


Of warbling Philomel from yonder tree. 


How in thine eyes would melting fondneſs 
play? | 


And oh! thy boſom panted but for me. 


Ye ſecret wilds ! ye conſcious bow'rs of 1 ! 


That ſpread with kindly e your ſhelter- 


ing arms; 
How with 1 my Faireſt would I fondly rove, 
And hang enraptur'd o'er her bluſhing 
charms, | | 
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Adieu adieu! ye ſcenes of vaniſh'd joys, | | 
Adieu! ye ſecret wilds, and conſcious grove, 


No more ye echo loſt Ianthe's voice ; 
No more ye witneſs her endearing love. 


Pride of yon radiant hoſt, whoſe wiſh d re- 
turn 

Once e the ſignal of reſtor d Slice,” 

When flaming on the duſky brow of morn, 


Or firſt, to gild the cloſing ſhades of night; 


Why throws thy orb a ſcornful ſmile a- 
round, 


To 6 the ſorrows of my throbbing breaſt? 
Ah! now in darkneſs be thy luſtre drown'd, 


And the gay vault in funeral horror dreſt !— 


Ye Fair who flutter in your roſy prime, 
And plume your hopes with TON of npen- 
| ing joy, 
Nor think the - CN; breath of 
Time, | 
Or ſudden blaſts, will cer your bliſs deſtroy, 


See 


. 
see where that taper a chrough the 


wild, 
And ſcatters thinly TTY its feeble ray; 
On young Ianthe blooming Pleaſure ſmil'd ; 
Bur, oh! her nile were only to e ang 


Hark Death is buſy. — Why that ſhriek fo 
mr” 
What piteous groans are theſe that Pierce 
mine ears? 
Oh! let me run to kiſs thy bloody flo 
And i in thy lovely boſom pour m e 


Why heaves the Aer in a breaſt ſo fur? 
orm'd for delight, why is it doom'd to bleed? 

Pro could Ianthe point its terrors there? 

And could a father force the 1 deed? 


He! Sis whoſe partial ſmile and cheering 
love 5 
A mother's long-loſt fondneſs ill fapplied; 
He to the grave his hapleſs darling drove, 
To ſhun his rigour, Anm 


B 
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And did no pity prompt thy barbarous hand, 
To wipe the tear thy fury urg'd to flow? 
O! deaf to powerful Nature's high command, 
Why did it ſtay to check 1 riſing blow ? 


The rock that frowns o er Norway 8 boamy 


beach 


Still ſhields the native from the piercing ſtorm; 
No monſter where her frozen mountains reach 
But feels kind inſtinct warm his ſavage form. 


And yet my fields with golden plenty wave; 


Wide range my flocks the ſpotted hills among; 
My verdant meads the copious fountains lave; 


My woodlands *. to the warbled en 


Aid: yet, nor Faw pining at my lot, 


Nor ſcowling Malice, dare to blaſt my fame; 
No vulgar taints my long- drawn lineage blot, 
Nor liberal Science bluſh'd to hear my name. 


And ſhe !—oh ! torture to recall the hours 


With n fraught, and wing' d with * 


The 


. 
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The envions ſun his doubling if plendour pours, 
TO plunge it deeper 1 m 2 eternal night. 1 ELL 
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What demon ſtirs the feeble nerves of age, 
When youth and love to mutual bliſs c 

e e 
To ſſ purn the altar with unhallowed rage, 
And quench with filial blood the facred fire? 


* * 


e 


In ſilent grief ſhe pin'd away forlorn, 
Pale as the lily on the blaſted heat, 
From love, from b pe, and flattering free- 
"Gon WE, © > 3d 9 has 
She blefs'd the tyrant in the pangs of death. 


o 


And, Oh ! had Fate more piercing ſhafts in 
ſtore ! | | 


My ſmiling infant too, with ſudden cries, * 
n to ber ee boſom, ſmear d with 


Shar'd * laſt kiſs, and drank her dying 
| "Wa He 
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He wonder d how ſo cold and wan ſhe lens. 
How her ſunk eye no ſparkling fondneſs fir'd; 
How quick the purple current flow'd away, 
And, eng in her circling arms, expir d. 


Tis done. —When Hope, fair harbinger of 

=_ bliſs, 4 e 
2 Spreads her light pinions to the deſert air, 
Why ſhould I fear to tempt the dark abyſs, 

Why not deſpiſe irreſolute deſpair ? 
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When lingering poiſon ſaps the languid frame, 
And light beams hateful to the ſickening eye, 

ET That daſtard's cheek be. ting d with ardent 

| ; ſhame, : | . 
Who lives to pine, and meanly ſhrinks to die. 


ws 8 FFP . 


— 
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And who was # ſhe that urg'd her wavering 
To brave the verge of Fate with manly ſpeed ? 
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rr 


43 
* - * 


V Praclarum quidem illud Arriz, ferrum ſtringere, perfo- 
dere pectus, extrahere pugionem, porrigere marito, addere 
vocem immortalem, ac * divinam, Pete non dolet.“— 

_ | „ Prin. lib. 3. epiſt. 16. 
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Warm from her breaſt ſhe gave the ſtreaming 
word. | 


And taught the wondering. Roman how to 


by 


bleed. | 
Chain'd to the earth to crawl with ceaſcleſs 
And doom'd to drag a growing weight of 
3 | 


Diſſolvꝰ d in languor ſhall my vigour wane, 
Nor burſt its fetters with a dauntleſs blow ? 


0 Thou-whob nn ſhakes the fartheſt 
Whoſe mercy ſhines oer all thy works ſu- 


DE ety f 5 


£ 
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| Whoſe ſecret voice with terror ſtrikes the ſoul, 
Or gives of future joy a tranſient gleam; 


Before thy throne I bend with trembling awe, 
Prone to thy ſcourge, thy judgements I adore ; 
From Thee my being and my bliſs I draw, 
To Thee my fluttering ſpirit pants to ſoar. 


I. ” _ If 


And leads me through a dreary devious wild; 
Where, worn with pain my ſinking footſteps 


p into Ruin's ſlippery path beguil | 
Let ſmiling Hope yet pierce the boundleſs | 
Taleo CY Ring ee apr 


— 


round be waſte deſpondent horror 


* * 1 1 


Or may thy daa grant beyond the tomb, 
The ſacred peace thy juſtice here forbids ! 
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laanthe gone, what charms could now appear, 
To ſooth my ſoul to bear her frail abode? 
Some ray from Heaven the clouded proſpect 
cheer, eee 
And to a wanderer mark che 


gh g road! 
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ET 
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| Peace to the cow'rd who raſhly dares to blame 
A bold defiance of extreme deſpair, 
Who loves to dart the damnatory flame, 
And deal his judgements with prefumptuous 
o — _ 5 
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Know there are ills, thou wanteſt ſenſe to feel, 
That blunt the pangs diſſolving Nature fears, 
That arm with a wrath the welcome 
r wa | 
And for the wretch would proving an aa 
tears. 


 Ofer the lite boſom of the dimpling tide, 

With ſoft deluſion figh'd the ſummer gale, 

Securely through the yielding deep I glide, 

Love guides the helm, and Forrand ſwells the 
fail. 


But oh! what force can brave the boiſterous 
p 15 y,. 
What ſtem the fury of the roaring wave, 
When billowy mountains whirl the bark on 
„ | 
And parting ſeas diſcloſe a unn grave? 


Reft of wk friendly prop, I fall forlorn, 

For me ſoft Pity ſcarcely drops a ter; 
No parent's cheek with trickling grief is worn, 
No conſort bends in anguiſh o'er my bier. 


16 


o 
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And ſhe ! the joy of my diſtracted heart 

Life of my life ! my faireſt, fondeſt bride ! 

Oh! Heaven, in mercy, ſmite me with the dart, 
That in my darling's bleeding breaſt was 


And thou my babe, and thou art ſunk to reſt, 
 ___  Stript of thy honours like the leafleſs oak, 
Ihat rears its youthful head to meet the blaſt, 
And ſhrinks unknown beneath the cruel 
>. V | 
Then glut thee, monſter, with the tempting 
The ſacred truſt my credulous fire beſtow'd, 
And wander joyleſs o'er the bluſhing ſoil, 
b Thy crimes now ſprinkle with its maſter's 
| Hark I am call'd—it wakes the troubled 
That hollow murmur chides my long delay; 
WA Why waves that bloody hand I come, my 
| Again it waves—and beckons me away. 
h . VVV "mM 
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"Tis ſhe— tis ſhe—how pale that angel face 

Guide me, kind ſpirit, to the ſpheres above. 
Let ſtay—l die — nor fly my fond embrace, 

What's heaven to me—unwelcom'd by my 
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Re valence of Deſpotiſm, v. 9.—Deſcription of the ſup- 
poſed primitive ſtate of Society, the characters of which 
were ſimplicity of manners and equality of condition, 15. 

—The harmony of this ſtate broken by the luſt of power, 
and a ſpirit of ſelfiſhneſs, 35.— Effects of ambition and 
arbitrary ſway, 47.— The ſpirit of the people not only 
ſubdued by violence, but enſlaved by vanity, 59. —Li- 
berty introduced and perſonified, 65. - Her general com- 
plaint, that freedom is deſtroyed by foreign invaſion, 83. 
or by inteſtine corruption, 93-—Her reſidence in rude 
ſocieties, many tribes of which retain their independence, 
105. — Her averſion to the effeminate nations of the Eaſt, 
119.— particularly Egypt, which has always been the ſcene 
of ſlavery, 123.—Her love of Grecce, and her influence 


among its independent ſtates, 127.— The Peloponneſian 


war and Perſian bribery ruin the liberty of Greece, 151. 


Her arrival at Rome, 155.,—Spirit of Roman liberty, 


16;,—Policy and power of Rome under its influence, 173. 


| —Decline of her liberty, dated from the diftatorſhip of 


Sylla, 195.—The ruin completed by Auguſtus, 203.— 
Wild ſpirit of the feudal times, 211.—Cauſes of its de- 
clive—Permanent poſſeflion—Progreſs of the Arts 
Revival of the Civil Law—and of Literature. —Introduc- 
tion of foreign luxuries, 227.—Conſequent ſlavery of the 


greater part of Europe, _—— and BEER of 
Britain, 


The PROGRESS of LIBERTY. 
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AM v, ye flowery banks, where late I 
"" ſtray'd, „ 
And woo'd the muſes of the ſylvan ſhade; 
The reed no longer wakes the vocal grove, 
Nor Echo murmurs broken tales of love: 
A louder note heroic ſongs require, 
The Spartan clarion, and the Theban lyre; 
A bolder flight the patriot's praiſes claim, 
A flight unbounded through the fields of 
ne". 


, 


t 
* 


Far as the muſe can range, how wide the 


: ſpace: 
Where proſtrate Nature tamely brooks diſ- 
grace, 10 


s Prevalence of deſpotiſm, v. g. 
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422 
Bends to deſpotic pride the trembling knee, 


And, groveling, licks the duſt, nor dares be 


free. 


Fear chills the ardent wiſh, the generous care, 


And drowns cach languid ſenſe in deep de- 
pair. 
Degenerate man! to fame, to freedom loſt, 15 
Thy early birth- right, and thy native boaſt ! 
For once the days aroſe, or bards have feign'd, 
When law was reaſon, and Aſtræa reign'd. 
Sweet were the charms that grac'd the native 
ſhade, 
And round the heart wich filial rapture 
„%%; an on "0. 
Pleas'd with his raſhy bow'r atid ſimple fare, | 
Unwaſted by diſeaſe, unvex'd by care, 
Man, innocent and chearful, roam'd at will, 
Purſued his prey, or flumber'd on the hill. 
With no fierce wars the loaded foreſt lowr'd, 2 * 
The ſtream to all its paſſing ti tribute pour d; 


n... 2 


 Deſeription of the foppoſed hn flate of bb the 
characters of which were lumplicity of manners and 1 
of _— 15. 
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The ſmile of beauty, and the ſweets of love, 
The tender ſigh, the heartfelt paſſion move; 
And o'er the grave, where drooping age de- 
ſcends, | 

The artleſs ſon with 1 ſorrow bends. 30 
No tinſel honours wealth or birth entail; 
Superior virtue marks th' impartial ſcale; 
And no ambition warms the generous blood, 
But to be e * and greatly good. 


But 5 too ſoon, the bliGful period 
paſs d; 

Vice knew no bound, nor folly, where to reſt. 
Man drives precipitate where paſſions urge, 
The ſport of whirlwinds and the boiling ſurge ; 
No more his ruſhy bower and native ſhade |: 
Pleaſe the rude tenant of the humble glade; 40 
He graſps the rock where high ambition calls; 
The yielding rock with doubling fury falls. 
The heart expanded late with ſocial joy, 
Shrinks into felf, —emerging to deſtroy, 
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The harmony of this ſtate broken by the luſt of e 
aud a ſpirit of — 35. | 


And 
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And marks exulting for the fields of ſpoil 45 
The fcene of common ſports and friendly. 
toll. WH 39 | 
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And now inſatiate thirſt of ſole command 
Revel'd in blood, and drench'd the lawleſs 
| ads 7 | N 
Fame crown'd the robber with unfading bays, 
And ſxill to murder was the hero's praiſe. 50 
| Now man to man became a barbarous prey, 
And ages, ſcar'd with laughter, roll'd away. 
Wbat ills enſued! the tyrant's cruel reign; 
The rack and dungeon; the deteſted train 
Of ſecret ſpies; th' exactor's iron hand; 55 
A lawleſs army, and a propre: ain 8 
What cauſes now a nation's lot decide! - 
The Monarch's avarice, and the Monarch's 
3 eee 


Nor force alone the ſupple herd retains, 
They barter liberty for ſplendid chains. 60 


"I * 


9 


Effe&ts of ambition and arbitrary ſway, 47- 
The ſpirit of the people not only ſubdued by br hap but 
enſſared by vanity. 59. 
Vain 


6 
- « 


They boaſt their Tyrant's glories, as their yi 1 
His vaſt dominions, and his guarded throne; 
His matchleſs armies, his exhauſtleſs ſtore, 

And each new conqueſt that, enſlaves them 
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The pealing hills repeat the ſprightly ſound; 
A blaze of ſplendour breaks the ambient 


gloom, 3 
| waving groves with ſi udden verdure 77 
bloom; b „ | i 


In towering pride ſtands LI BERT reveal'd, 
And round her play the lightnings of her 


+ 3 ill EO -0 


* 2 


Fail! faireſt daughter of the ſmiling ſkies, 
Thou, Ween of Men, would men the bleſſ- 
ing prize ! 3 + © 
Thy piercing eyes reſiſtleſs radiance dart, 
And touch toi tant flame the patriot's heart. 


. 


Libert introduced and perſoniſied, 65. 
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High o'er thy brow the haughty laurel 

And round” Its 1 52857 the ſpreading 

reeze thy 

While poiz'd in air, thou vieweſt the ſubject 
globe; . 

And ſighs and ſmiles the varying ſoul 

Swift as the cloud purſues the beams of 
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on her ſhield 


„ ang pear, 
thus her accents rouſe the general ear. 


« Shall then triumphant Slavery proudly 
To clank her chains, and ſpread her circling 


ſnare? 1 


- 


0 veipediite tools, and no hey & 5 
Her general complaint, that om is deſtroyed by fo- 


reign invaſion, 83. kd os 


9 ) 
Spread the broad canvas to the ſwelling gale, 
And Freedom's ſhores in Pen ſrrarms al- 

+5 il? go 
Ah! well they know, my dauntleſs fons are 
VHT FT 
And crowds can een, tho' 905 ſubdue. 
Os ſhall thoſe ſons who « once e rever'd my 
ee | 
Brand hair own das with eternal . 
When Virtue droops, the nerves of Juſtice 
And ſhrink before Sedition's lifted blade ; 
When Fancy dreams, the Patriot draws the ſteel, 
To conquer wants his Sire had bluſh'd to feel; 
When pow'r and glory crowd the rich man's 
And 3 calls and merit gd in vainz 100 
Ah! what can then reſtore the ruſhing ſtate, 
Self- wounded, trembling on the verge of fate? 
Down the rough ſteep the ponderous ruin flies, 
And Public Love with trampled Freedom dies. 


Or by inteſtine corruption, 93. 
| D 2 EG Deſpis'd 


(8). 


Def rd, forlorn, from realm to 0 1 
F 105 

And court with vain attempt a conſtant bande, 

Olt with the ſavage fiercely free I dwell, 

And ſcorn the palace for the deſert cell. 

He loves to trace, rejoicing, where I lead, 

The frozen mountain, or the ſultry mead; 110 


The meaneſt of the wild and wandering clan 


Looks down on //aves—He feels himſelf a man. 
Blind to the dazzling pomp of falſe renown, 
He ſcorns the glitter of a deſpot's crown: 

With me he ſtrays the boundleſs woods 
| along, 11 5 
And to their echoes pours the mantel ſong; 


Or, careleſs on the green ſavannah laid, 5 
Chants the ſweet beauties of the peerleſs . | 


= Far from thoſe climes wing my rapid way, 
Where nerveleſt nature blooms profuſely gay, 120 


Where Phœbus flow to mount the roſy ſteep, 


Flames o'er the mare of the orient deep. 


1110 


Her e in rude W many tribes of which retain 
their independence, 105+ 
Her ayerſion to the elſemingte nations of the Eaſt, 119. 


Indignant, 


68 


debate from thoſe fertile 8 I fly, 
Whoſe towering domes uſurp the frighted ſæy, 
Their lofty Lord “, whoſe bending people 
> aw, ⁵⁵ 
Four ſceptred ſlaves in purple harneſs draw.” 


Fail happy region! happy now no more, 
Where Adria's billows beat the ſounding 

e hore: 

| There every grace and every virtue giout d; 

I hung enraptur'd o'er my bleſt abode. 130 

HFHymettus lur'd me to his flowery hills; 

Eurotas hail'd me with his vocal rills, 

And breath'd by me a louder, loftier ſtrain. 

Jr d the ſoft chars of Arcadia 8 plain. 


1 gave he native mountain powrto charm, 207 - 


And with firm valour brac'd its warrior's 


—— ** 


go” * — — 


Particularly Egypt, which has always been the ſcene'of ſlas 
very, 123. 8 | 


Her love of Greece, and her influence * its independent . 


ſtates, 127. 
* Seloliris. 


(#Y) 
fir d the pride and ſaviour of the ſtate *, , 


Io ſpurn his throne, and ruſh to welcome fate. d 
Swift through the cluſtering tribes the 
ſpreading flame 

Enkindled N love and rival 3 A 1 _ 


What though the em ee dun- 
rr 
Tho' Perſia now her whelming ocean pour, 

Still the compacted bulwark, ſtrong to fave, 
Braves the red ſtorm, and checks the nn 
| ing wave. | 
Rocks of Thermopylz Lies _ can iced 1 
How my brave Spartans for their country 
fell - 
Ve ſhores of Salamis, with _ — 
Ye plains of Marathon, my hallow'd ground! 
Ve ſaw, when I my darling ſons inſpir d, 
Jo more than mortal deeds their boſoms fir d. 150 


But jealous Diſcord burſt the ſocial band; 
Bellona, hovering, waves her fiery brand; 


— — 


5 The Peloponneſian war and Perſian bribery ruin the liberty 
of Greece, 151. * Codrus. 
- Barbaric 


Barbaric gold the treacherous boſom charms,” 
And Perſia agen Greece by Grecian 
| ang" _— 5 $7 3 | bo ga 
l | 
Where ne wonders of thy fan'd 4. 
main? ain be 165 
n Muiſe thy groves, and. Plenty fie thy 
| e ee 
Thy: ae levell'd wicker es bade 
ground; 
Ns. in thy blood hs; waking. runs 
drown'd. 
O'er thy bleak mountains howling mor 
„ ine, 
ue nn un pore * 160 
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And now, what T thous! ia his raid 

flood, 

I wn my e erimden'd: o'er wich 
blood; 

My foirit bois o'er his Fans hos 

The private wiſh in patriot zeal was loſt, 


Her arrival at Rome, 161. | i þ - 
55 85 Why 


37 


Why, ſtreams the riſing ax from vonder 
blow, 5 5 

The 5 a father, and fon the ny 
Why heaves the dagger in a breaſt fo fair? 
Ah! could a + father plunge its terrors there 2 
The filent crowd the ſtriking leſſon ſaw; 
All check'd the tear, and all ador'd the law: 170 
The common parent Nature's voice repreſt, 
| Strung: every nerve, and n in _— breaſt, 


When _ by danger at the doeh 


field, 
And tottering Rome implovie d the faving 
tſhield, Lt 1 


Che breath of Faction ſunk in public wrongs, I or 


And drooping Diſcord huſh d ww hundred 
| Tr 1 e 122 1 „ 8 j 


| When * on to Fame's eh 8 
The 5 beams on = round —_ 


tte 5 3 


9 5 „ 


Spirit of Roman liberty, ; 165. | 4 > 
Policy and power of Rome under its influence, 173 

„Brutus. + Virginius. 

5 5 Still 


1 


Still with a modeſt wreath of bays repad, 
They ſhun the glare, and court the milder 


Long my heroic bands, humanely brave, 
Reign but to bleſs, and conquer but to ſave: 

My towering eagles waft their ſuccour wide, 

And cruſh'd oppreſſion 1 was their - generous 


pride. : 
Aloft, where glory calls, they point their 
| courſe, - 185 
And lingering vengeance burſts with ga- 
ther d force. | 


But. ah! their ſway while — $ laſt l. 
mite feel; 

Gold ſaps the fabric rear d by Rona ſteel, - 
And, fad reverſe! my legions now become | 
The ſlaves of Sylla, not the ſons of Rome, 190 
The ſtream that ruſh'd reſiſtleſs to the poles, 
In * N broke, recoiling 9 


1 
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Decline of her bs, dated from the fern of 651 


bs 187. 8 | 55 
K 1 


E 


And gelb d was fore: gn tides and 8 of 
ee 
: Whelms the proud Forum in the raging flood. 


Ah! ſunk, enthrall' d, thy haughty ſpirit 
| Brove,” © 195 
Tame to the laſt, and outient che yoke, 

To ſeize thy rights ſhall Brutus yainly call? 

Jo ſhun thy fate ſhall free-born Cato fall? 

And“ he, whoſe guardian lightnings round 

thee play d, | 
To cloſe ſhame, in Dy duſt be laid? 200 | 


Theſe died the laſt of Romans.—Now no 
more 

My ſpirit lingers on the Latian ers 

Degenerate Rome now bears a maſter's voice; 

In baſe Oftavius' bonds her bards rejoice; _ 

And long imperial madneſs ſhakes her hills, 205 

And om Rage her Appear. ſtructures fills, — 


: * 8 


Its ruin completed by Auguſtus, 201. 
Cicero. | 1 5 5 


(3) 


And tides arches ruins reigns, 
And not a trace of ancient e remains. 


From e the nine ach N 

I pour d unceafing fwarms of warriors 
>. Tor. 210 

Rude as che ſtorm chat round their moun- 
tains rar d, 
They ruſh'd impetuous with the ravening 
| word; 
Wide o'er the trembling empire urg d weir 


way, 

And eee e favage ſway. 
Still what the Gword acquir'd the fand 

maintain'd ; | 215 

Oer the wild factions jealous Diſcord reign'd. 

Scarce to the throne the haughey barons 

bow d; 
Fach to his Lord clus faithful vaſſals crowd. 
To . their richts, and 1 ſurround- 


Wua ſpirit of the feudal times, 209. | 
. But 


FT 


"Bur Time diſplay'd (and then the cumults 
7. „ 

The ſweets of Order, and the arts 1 10 
Law roſe again, and ſpread her empire far, 
And Science ſmooth'd the rugged front of 

ic Way 
While either Indies all their treaſures roll, 22 25 
To raiſe new paſſions, and unnerve the ſoul. 


The watchful monarchs ſeize the tempting 
Nor think the conqueſt of their own a crime; 
Wich eager joy they hide the captive ſnare, 
And heavy chains for ſuppliant hands pre- 
- pare. „„ 230 


Where now ſhall Freedom fix her facred 
„ Tour” 
Where mom find her un. her beſt retreat ? 


; . OS . 


* 


Cauſes of its decline. Permanent e ee of the 
Arts. — Revival of the Civil law, —and of Literature. Intro- 
duction of foreign luxuries, 221. 


—— ſlavery of the greater part of Europe, | 231. | 
. Ts 


637 


IB. To cheer eternal ſnows I hardly ſeale 


The Alpine cliff — nor ſport on Arno's vale. 

The crouching Dane my Wounded: TR 
5 ſhuns, | 3 3 5 | 
| Wn That once inſpir d Batavia' 8 ſordid Gas: 1 


Where round the * the vaſt Atlantic 

ä roars, | 

Fair Albion waves me to her welcome Gon 

On thee, fair Albion, beams my conftant 
tn: + | 

I reign the Goddeſs of my choſen Ilie. 440 

No more my Britons how r their darts in 

in, 

And drag at Cæſarꝰs foot the comps chain; 

No more my Britons, as their Alfred brave, 
Bend to the pirate of the northern wave 
No more the flow'r of beauty waſtes her 

bloom, 245 

Where the chill abbey ſpreads i its barbarous 
- gloom; 


— 


| Swiſs 3 Republics, 234. 

Denmark made a voluntary ſurrender of its freedom i in 1660, 235- 

United Provinces, 236. 
Liberty of Britain, 237. 


na 


/ 


And blends afar its piercing rays with mine. 


The fiend of dark deſign, whoſe baleful hand 


Drew the deep miſt of error round the land, 250 
Scar' d at the blaze, on rattling pinions borne, 
Shrinks headlong from the roſy miles of 


Morn, 


Bleſt be the morn, by whoſe refulgent 
mw 
Fair Juſtice marks, cd every be the 
way; 
hleſt be the morn, T__ whoſe auſpicious | 
glow, 255 
Pale Slavery flies, 6 8 
Before the force of whoſe illuſtrious fires, 
The glare of Rome and brilliant eee e ex- 


pires. 


The Reformation friendly to Freedom, 24. 


Thrice 


„ 
Thrice happy ſons. of Albion's ſea-bear 


_ coaſt, 
Your country's love 7 long your ardent | 
boaſt; 260 


Then Ceres, e 
Shall paint the mountain, and adorn the dale. 
Lur'd from the mazes of her dark retreat, 
With thee ſhall Science fix her ſplendid ſeat; 
| Then ſhall your lordly oaks exulting ſweep 265 
I Through the loud clamours of the raging _ 
And eee with her thouſand fails un- 
ens. 
Shall roll to Thames the tribute of the world. 
To guard from raſh aſſault, or ſecret wound, 
My ſpirit then ſhall dart its terrors round, 270 
Flame in the ſenate, thunder in the field, 
Unaw'd by danger, and untaught to yield. 


But, ah! let no deriding nation ſay, 
In flaring diſcord Albion waſtes away ! 


Pee * 


| _ Happineſs of Britain under its influence. 278. 
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What baneful weeds o'erſpread her wither- © 
r 4275 
How Faction's ſons uſurp the Patriot's praiſe ok 
How civil rage diſtracts the ruſhing ſtate, 
And envious kingdoms Join to cloſe Wy fate! 


While Brunſwick's glory o'er r thy good 
preſides, 


| And till thy courſe with ſteady juſtice guides; 280 


While {till he ſcorns alike the foul diſgrace, 


The tool of faction, and the ſlave of place, 


And o'er his people breathes the generous 
name 


{0 quell her foes, or dic for Dricain' 8 fame ; ; 


My Giles ſhall yet diſpel the blackening ; 
gloom; :- 285 


Thy ſpreading laurels yet ſhall richly bloom ; 


Thy ſons ſhall yet the gather'd tempeſt brave, 


And riſe ſuperior from the threatening wave; 
Thy ſons ſhall yet deſpiſe its loud alarms, 


And ſhout defiance to a world in arms; 290 
While bright ſucceſs my JO voice ſhall 
- rae, 
To eſs the future, as the paſt to praiſe.” | 
MI 8 
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ODE for Lonb FORBES's BirkTH-Day, 
May 3. 1786. 


A WAKE, thou fwcctiybreatelda flute, 
And join the chorus of the grove, 

Whoſe warblings Moira's ear ſalute, 

As round Montalto's dome they rove. 

And let the breeze that gladly brings 

Thy feſtal notes on fluttering wings, 

Its chearful echoes all employ _ 

To ſwell the 1 voice of j Joy. 


3 


| 1. Te” 
For, ſee with roſy ſmiles the morn, 
In more than common ſplendor ſhine, | 
Repeating, that a child is born, 


"Fo grace the noble Granard's line. | 
/ pe” + | And - 


a 
And lo! where Hope exults on high, . 
With ſpreading plume and ſparkling eye, 


That darts acroſs the heaving main, 
To Metz's fair and fertile plain, - 


. 
Behold the lovely pair, ſhe cries, 
As o'er their ſecond life they bend! 
The grateful raptures, how they riſe, 
As bleſſings on their ſon deſcend ! 
With glance prophetic, now I ſee, 
Thy ſires renown'd revive in thee, 
And Honour, Valour, Virtue trace, 
The future glories of thy race. 
„ 5 DG ne 4 
In thee, the blood of Edward flows, 
The rightful ſovereign of the land, 
Who bore aloft the ſnowy roſe, 
That Henry tore with impious hand. 
But ſtill, as round thy treſſes twin'd, 
It marks thy royalty of mind; | 
And pure, as from the ſource ſublime, 
Thy blood rolls down the ſtream of Time. 


( hs ? 


The exit Gieme . Forbes s bold, - 
In Caledonia's hapleſs day,, 
Whoſe ſwords the ſceptre oft anni, | 
That aim'd at arbitrary ſway. 
Theſe loudly hail thee from the ſkies, 

And bid the infant Patriot riſe, 


The ſacred rights of Britain guard, : 
And ſeek from Fame thy beſt reward. 


VI. 

Or, ſhould invading hoſts alarm, 
The brave triumvirate conſpire 
To brace the infant warrior's arm, 
And touch thy ſoul with martial fire. 
Could human proweſs ſnatch from Fate, 
Thy Rawdons would have ſav'd the ſtate, 

And ſtemm'd Rebellion's ruſhing ride; 
Their Parents and their country's pride. 


„ . 

Theſe parents, rich in every grace, 

That warms and wins the yielding heart, 
| Shall with thy own their child embrace, 


And ſweet benevolence impart. 
And 
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1 
ON DECLARING HER DISLIKE TO POETRY,, 
An ceaſe, Eliſa, _ to light - 


The ſweeteſt flow'rs in Fancy's field. 
| To ſouls like thine a ſcene ſo bright, 


Should ecſtacy of pleaſure yield. 


Can ſhe, whoſe magic touch diſplays 
Whate'er of grace in Nature ſhines, 

| Refuſe the Bard his kindred praiſe, 

Who paints it in his living lines? 


Can ſhe, who guides with ſkilful hand 
The chords to pierce the thrilling heart, 
The force of harmony withſtand, 
That ſtrikes it thro' the Poet's art? 
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Can ſhe, whoſe ſweetly varied voice, 
Has power the coldeſt breaſt to warm, 
Not in the glowing verſe rejoice, 


That gives it half its power to charm ? 


Can ſhe, the Graces vie adorn 
With all that's lovely and refin'd, 
The faireſt forms of beauty ſcorn, 


And fineſt feelings of the mind? 


Ah! ceaſe, Eliza, to untwine, 


With hands fo fair but fo profane, 5 | 
The wreath that links the ſacred Nine, 


And rank the foremoſt of their train. 
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ODE | FOR THE zoth' or JANUARY, 
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Written at Oxford as an denden Exerciſe. 1 
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| FARK! city 3 1951 
: Scowils along the winding vale, 
Hark! a voice of awful doom 2 
Burſts from * Windſor's hoary ſhades: 5-16 * 
Shrieks that ſhake the yawning tomb, 
Rouſe the echoes of the glade. 
Hark! the tide of ſwelling ſound, _ = 
Ruſhing thro the gloom of night,. 
Scattering horror. wildly round, 1 
Cromwell ſtrikes with pale affright, ha 
While his viſion points the ſword; 
: Thro' the boſom of his Lord, 


a 74 Li is « Gl to 8 been buried at Windsor, 
od 6 Oo 


n 


( 50 T 
While, in Albion's evil 6 


Murder marks the pack to row. 


O' er the murmurs of the deep 
Hangs the flaming car of day, 
Slow to mount the roſy ſteep, 


Clouding his reluctant ray. 
Shrink, oh! ſhrink, thou bluſhing morn, 


Quick to Lethe's darkeſt ſhade, 
Thou that ſaw'ft Sedition's blade 


Thou that ſaw'ſt the diadem torn, 
'And trampled by a ſubject foe. 


III. 
see, 1 holy vizard veil'd, 22 
Treaſon rolls to Heaven her eyes ! 
See, with Albion's griefs regal'd, 
How ſhe quaffs her tears and fighs ! 105 


See, with olive garlands gay, 


Where ſweet Peace and Freedom bloom, 
How ſhe ſmiles but to betray. | 
Ah! W her en « glove. 


Albion” s 


: TT 


Albion's curſe and Albion's bane, 
Smoking with his Monarch's blood, 
Weaves the ſnare, and clanks aloud 


Startled at the diſmal ſound, 
Juſtice, with her pointed ſpear, 
On the trembling tyrant frown' d; 
While theſe accents rend his car. 


4 Wild Ambition's giddy ſteep, 


Traitor, haſt thou dar'd to ſcale, 


At whoſe baſe the Stygian deep 


Murmurs thro the pitchy vale} 2 


Curſt with reins of regal ſway, /, 

_ Ofer thy front Suſpicion low'r ; 

Quivering on thy lip Diſmay, 

Taint the poiſonous draught of Pow'r. 

Rack d on Care's diſtracting wheel, 

| Thrown on Terror's thorny DE, 
Hoary tyrant, ſee the nr” net 
Waving o'er thy briſtly head. 


From filial rage and — don, 


Shield thee in the welcome tomb. 
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Blaſting, as it ruſh'd afar, © 
Holy Faith, and Freedom 8 ſmüle. E 51 5 
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CAROLUS: REDUX. 


Written at Oxford as an Academical Exerciſc. 


NOV had bern the ſtorm | 
In ſtreams of blood around the lle, a 


** bs 


Mourning over Britain's doom, ö nir 


In whiſper'd ſorrow, pale Deſpair, todur 1K. 


Wandering thro” the dreary, 3 ttt A 


Wakes ”_ ſighs the ee * dim 1 5 = | 


. . 


- Ha! whar bean of cheating iht. 


Breaks the ſcattering ſhades of night? 
Hark, what tranſport loads the gale ? 


« Hail, Britannia's Monarch, hail! = 


„ Treaſon ſinks with flagging wing, 
„ Wearied F action's clamours ceaſe, 


Freedom calls ber legal king, 11 


Faith extends the flag of 1 


Lo! 


1 


1 che Prow, with conſcious pride, 


| Sweeping, cleaves the foamy tide; 


Anxious Albion ſees it riſe, 


Where the billows kiſs the ſkies. 5 


n. 
O be the day of high renown, _ 

That gave thy life, and then thy crown ! 15 
May Britain bleſs the brightening morn, 
That gave thee to her longing arms, 


- By mad Rebellion rudely torn, 


To huſh her long and loud alarm 
Oh! tempt not thou the dazzling rocks, 
Her ſons, where Deſpotiſm calls 
And oft the vain endeavour mocks, 3 
When down, the fatal ruin falls, 
And, be not thou allur'd to ro ve, 
Where Pleaſure ſpreads her ſilken ſnare, 
And the wild notes of wanton Love, 
Lull to reſt the Patriot's care; 
Where, loſt to fame, the Monarch nest 
Derided lives, inglorious dies. 
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To Miss 
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While you rov'd the 
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, 
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Have you found a 


to his 
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Oh! 
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. 
7 
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again 


his breaſt 


in pity 


ive it to 


Or, with ſweetneſs more divi 
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Heal, and take his heart to thine, 
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an OCCASFONAL EPILOGUE, 
"rom * | 


The Character of VIOLA, in The Won⸗ 

der; or, a Woman keeps a Secret; 4 
Charity Play, intended io haue been , 
%, ee. 1781. 


85 THE curtain now has clov'd our doubt- 
TT 

And pair d each hero with Kid 1 mate. 

But ſleep 7 cannot, till I ſhew the blunder, 

That makes my ſecrecy ſo vaſt a wonder, 

When women daily plot with all their brains, 

To keep at once their ſecrets and their ſwainsz 
For, well I knew my Felix could not rove, 


Charm'd 1 in th” attractive chains of power- 


ful Love, 
| Who, bind himſcl, has yer the art to. 
. blind 


: The jealous n the ruffled mind. 
But, 


( 56 * 


. it ſhould leſs be Violante s care, 
To blame the Poet, than excuſe the Play'r, 
Were ſhe unconſcious of the friendly cauſe, 
Which to the ſcene your kind attention 
| dr AWS. 
For Charity, that never dreams 4 wrong, 
Alike can looſe the purſe and tie the tongue, 
And ever ſhews her pleaſure and her pride, 
Not only nakedneſs . n to hide. 


Her gentle ſpiric may the now „ diffuſe, 
Io ſpare the efforts of the comic Muſe. 
Nay, more—a ſweet approving ſmile to 
_ grank, . 
When young Benevolence pleads for aged 


So may no ſigh the generous boſom heave, 
| Preſs'd with the woes it wiſhes to relieve; 
So may each Nymph her Felix learn to 12 
And every Briton find ſo fair a Bride. 
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VERSES rox THE CHARACTER or 
MrRCURT AT A MASQUERADE, IN 
IRzLAND. 5 


Euer Wy of Jove, + oa 

Thro' realms of liquid light I rove, 
Or, downward pierce the Stygi⸗ . 
With dembüng Shoſts to meet their a 


But lo! this gay and 4 * 9 0 
Arreſts a while my wandering flight, 
And ſeems from Mercury to demand, 
The wonders of his magic wand. 


I come not like an artful imp, 
To ſerve you as Imperial pimp, 
Nor ſave the love-ſick ſwain from ill, 
Transform'd into a gilded pill. 
Lou love, and you repent ſo well, 
| You aſk no aid from heaven or hell, 
"IL „„ 
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But, vers'd in arts that paſs belief, 
I come—beware—an arrant thief, 


And boldly boaſt my purpos'd feats ; 
For who can cheat the chicf of cheats ? 


Ye fair, I ſteal your winning ſmile, 
And waft it to the Paphian iſle, | 
With all the nameleſs charms that flow 
From eyes of fire and breaſts of ſnow. 
For ſo the Queen of Love decrees, 
Who now has loſt the power to pleaſe, 
And mourns her graces hither flown, 


Since Rutland has uſurp'd her throne, 


Lo! St Leger, O'Neil obey, 


And, urging quick their deſtin'd way, 


Unmaſk the charms that all delight ; 
But Venus ſhuns the envied ſight. - 


Ve guardians of the Nation's weal, 
From Mars I bear command to ſteal 
Thoſe ſwords bedew'd with patriot tears, 
Whoſe ſudden gleam diſpell'd your fears. 


And though your ſpears be turn'd to 


crooks, 


And plains be warch' d with anxious looks, 


(0 3 


I filch Hibernia's golden fleece, 
Nor fear your dragon, the 1 


Your . of their 8 I gull, 
Scarce leaving Ireland even a Bull. 

Juno, like you, that monſter {corns, 
Since fair Europa ſighed for horns, 

A prize above ignoble beaſts, 

I ſteal om peers, but ſend you prieſts, 


| But, who il learn, with {kill divine, 
A theft ſurpaſſing all of mine? = 
No more ſuch generous blood to drain, 
And faintly clank the threatening chain ; 
No more to wear the lover's maſk, fe 
And yet impoſe a Pharaoh's taſk ; 
No more to ſhake the torch of zeal, 
Inflaming wounds its warmth ſhould heal; 
But ſooth a grateful kingdom's ſmart, 
And ſpare the purſe—to ſteal the heart. 


"Mn Benefafta 


(6 


Bengfacla male hocata, mal; gad arbitror. 
CICERO. 
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W HAT tongue the uſeleſs heaps can 
number, 
Profuſely ſpent on learned lumber, | 
Devoted—cloiſter'd pomp to cheriſh, 
Jo pamper drones who elſe muſt periſh, 
And guard with academic terrors 
Aſylums of exploded errors? 
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This pious ſpecies of profanity, 

41 Say, what could prompt but human vanity? 
W | Io be a theme for declamation, 

Y Or ſtatue in a noted ſtation, 

1 And thus aſtoniſh future ages, 

With crowds of inners, ty and ſages? 
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Et pueris placeas et declamatio fias. Jvvxxar. 
10 


To Miss H. M „ AN APOLOGY 
FOR PRESUMING TO LISTEN TO HER 
CONVERSATION. 


AH cruel Maid, to blame my joy, 
Thy ever- pleaſing voice to hear, 

So pow'rful thou, and yet ſo coy, 

Io chain the heart and charm the ear 


How can the magnet ceaſe to turn, 
With trembling pleaſure, to the pole? 
Or, how the muſic of the morn, | 
With ſoft delight to thrill the ſoul? 
The magnet yet may loſe its art ; 

Its charms, the muſic of the morn ; 
But oh! this thrilling trembling heart, 

Jo thee can never ceaſe to turn. 


Then 
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? 


in riper age 


* 


Becauſe thy beauties muſt engage? 
And to thy yielding boſom reach, 
Thoſe pouting lips ſhould amply prove 


With female ſweetneſs, manly ſenſe, 
So rarely found i 


Their 


Then why, my faireſt, take offence, 
But, had my fighs the pow'r to move, 


— 


* 0 , a & 


ſilence ſweeter than their ſpeech. 
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| IMITATION of © My fond Shepherds 
F late were fo bleſt.” SF: 


ADDRESSED TO TWO AMERICAN LADIES 
WO WANTED WORDS FOR THE TUNE, 


| Eainburgb, I 779. 
O late was America bleſt, 
e Nler daughters were happy and gay, 
Her ſhepherds went ſafely to reſt, 
And merrily ſung thro the day. 


But ah! what a change of the ſcene! 

Her wailings are heard from afar; 
Her nymphs leave the dance on the green, 
Alarm'd at the horrors of war. 
The 
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The pipe of her ſhepherds is dumb, 
And all their ſweet harmony fled; 
The tabor is drown'd by the drum, 
And the ſong by her groans for the dead, 


But, while ſympathy gives them our tears, 
The ſigh will be mixt with a ſmile, 


Since the pride of her beauty appears, 


Jo cheer a diſconſolate iſle. 


Mr Gray's INTRODUCTION to the Fourth 
Book of his Poem De Principiis Cogitandi, 
which was to have treated on the Paſſions; 
being an addreſs to his deceaſed friend Mr 
WesrT, to whom the Work was dedicated. 


— 


Haase haud Far Naturz arcana ren. 
Muſarum interpres, primuſque Britan- 
na per arva, 
Romano liquidum deduxi flumine rivum; ; 
Cum tu, opere in medio, ſpes tanti et er 
„ 0 
Linquis, et æternam fati te condis j in um- 
bram! 76 
Vidi egomet duro graviter 833 dolore 
Pectora, in alterius non unquam lenta do- 
| lorem, 
Et languere oculos vidi, et palleſcere amantem 
E . 


(6) 


Vultum, quo nunquam Pictas niſi rara, | Fidef- 

am :-; 

Altus amor veri, et purum ſpirabat Ho- 
neſtum. 


Vina tamen turdi demum inclementia morbi 

Ceſſare eſt, reducemque iter um roſeo « ore ſa- 
N 

Speravi, atque una tecum, allecte erat 
Credulus heu longos, ut quondam, fallere 
ſoles, © 
Heu ſpes nequicquam dulces, atque irrita vota! 
Heu mzſtos ſoles, ſine to quos ducere flendo, 


Per deſideria et ee jam cogor inanes! 


At tu, ſancta anima, et noftri non indiga 

luctus, 

Stellanti templo, ORs ætheris Lime, 

Unde orta es, fruere; atque O! fi ſecura nec 
ultra 

Mortalis, notos olim miſerata labores 

Reſpectes, tenueſque vacet cognoſcere curas ; 

Humanam ſi forte alta de ſede procellam 

Contemplere, metus * cupidinis 


acres, 
Gaudiaque 


10% 


et gemitus, oque in corde tus : 
multum 1 5 | 
Irarum ingentem, et ſævos ſub pectore fluc- 
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Reſpice et has lacrimas, memori quas iftus 
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Dum juvat, et muta yand ; 
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ee, of the FOREGOING VERSES, 


Tis 35 * 8 to . | 
The Muſes touch'd my 108 with: ficred 
zeal ; 

Abd firſt; thee? Britiſh plains I n 5 
Drawn from the fount of Rome's imperial 
When thou, the ſource and ſolace of my care, 
Doſt leave thy rg friend to black De- 
E 


I ſaw thy breaſt with ſharp convulſion torn, 
That breaſt ſo quick another's pain to mourn ; | 
I ſaw the luſtre in thine eyes expire, 

Which ſparkled late with F . s holy 
fires. 

And on thy face benign the roſes fade, 
Which glowing truth and n worth diſ- 
play d. 


5 Yet, the fell plague ſeem'd ſlowly to depart, 
And ruddy health to yield thee to my heart; 
T "My" 


. | 
My fluttering hopes I yet would fondly alk, 
Once more with thee to cheat the livelong days. 
Ah! blaſted hopes ah! ! wm eng 1 in 


| „ vain! | 4 * 
-_ And days now en with increaſing pain! 


But oh! thou ere ſpirit, 70 fo high 
Above the reach of Sorrow's piercing ſigh, 
Enjoy che ſource from whence 1 eſſence 

flow'd, | 
The heavenly glories of bleſt abode. 
And oh! if, far from chance and . 
withdrawn, 5 
Thou deign to view the toils ſo ws thy own; 
If haply from thy ſeat ſublime thou ſpy _ 
The gathering tempeſt in this lower ſky, 
The racks of Fear, the ſtings of keen Deſire, 
The ſwell of Joy, and Grief's conſuming fire, 


. 


Tue mighty wars that rend the throbbing 


'breaſt, + 
And rob the little heart of all its reſt 5 
Oh! ſee the tears that o'er thy tomb I ſhed, 
Smit with remembrance of our pleaſures fled; 


And hear me to thy clay-cold aſhes mourn, 


While theſe fond arms ſo vainly claſp thy urn, 
VERSES 


„ 


Vxxs ES INSCRIBED. To 3. C. 0 


| Wrinen a at « Edinburgh, I 766. 


Ti: aa "vp now haſtes to hide 

His chariot in the weſtern tide, 
And beaming mild o'er yonder hill, 
Seems loath to bid our world farewell,” 
Ariſe, my friend, ſweet Eve invites 
To taſte her calm ſerene delighrs. 

Read Galen, White, and Paracelſus, 
When ſuch inviting weather fails us; 
When winter yon fair fields deforms, 
And furious roars with raging ſtorms. 


To rouſe you, muſt I tell dull tales 
Of hills and dales, and rills and gales ; 
Of charms autumnal paint profuſion, 
With allegorical alluſion, 
And ſing of birds, and groves, and meads? | 


A walk no ſuch preamble needs, bags pet 
_ Whither. 


E 

Whither ſhall we bend our way? 
Thro' the mazy meadow ſtray? 
Or, diving downwards to the park, 
Von crowd of townly belles remark ; 
Then climb the mountain's rugged ſteep, 

And thro' th'untroubled trembling deep, 
View boats impell'd by pliant oars, 
And darting ſwift to different ſhores ; 
While larger ſhips ſecurely ride, 
Waſh'd gently by the wavy tide; 
And blue hills, blending with the ſky 
Remote, reſtrain the wandering ons 
Wind now, to ſhift the pleaſant ſcene, 
Obliquely down yon gradual green; 
All thoſe fine landſcapes ſcatter'd wide, 
Above, below, on every fide, 1 
Which, varying, ſtrike the raviſh'd ſight, 
Explore at large with new delight? 


And as with ſocial pace we walk, 
With friendly freedom let us talk; 
This beſt the fleeting hours beguiles, 


While chearful Nature round us ſmules. 


Oh! hear me patiently impart . 
The ſecrets of my love-ſick heart; 
„ | . 


n+ 


Hear me, my friend, with rapture rave, 
And boaſt myſelf Clarinda's flave. 
And I ſhall liſten in return, 
For what celeſtial nymph you burn; 
If Mary ſtill your boſom warms, 
Or yields to Jeſly's ſweeter charms. 


Ah 


Wat pleaſure muſt the man attend, 
Bleſt with a ſympathiſing friend, 

His grief and happineſs who ſhares, - 

Improves his bliſs, and ſooths his cares, 

Should next our ardent thoughts employ, 

Tranſported each with conſcious i joy. 


But, ſhe with gradual gloom the clouds 
Encircle all with fable ſhrouds, 
And ſpread along the vaulted ſky 

A melancholy canopy. _ 

Now dimly we diſcern from far, 

Thro' the dark miſt, the twinkling ſtar ; 
Now landſcapes leſſening on the fight, 
Scarce glimmer thro' the languid light. 


Haſte, let us leave the rural plains, 


Rock, flocks, and wild romantic ſcenes, 
Our 


( 73.) 


Our thige e Kidman 
And our 8855 walk in Walker's end. | 


There, 0 o'er the ſparkling flowing boys 


Met by ſome ſelect, ſocial ſouls, 


With ſprightly pleaſure ſpend the night, 
Renew old tales with new delight; 
Laugh, ſing the gleeful hours away, 


Be Joyful, jovial, while we may. 2 


2 What purer pleaſures can we find, 
Than murth with innocence combin' d? 


Hath Heaven more- precious treaſures ſent, - 
Than youth, love, friendſhip, and content? 
When Youth 1s ſad, depreſs d with cares, 
When Love is loſt in anxious fears 
When frail are Friendſhip's ſacred ties, 
And ſpleen Contentment's place ſupplies 
Wine elevates the ſadden'd ſoul, 
Relie ves the Lover's tortur'd breaſt, 
Makes the frail bonds of Friendſhip whole, 
7 ſooths the ſplenetic to reſt. 


„ From 


_ 74 
From SENECA's THYESTES, 


| 8 quicunque volet, potens 
3 Aulæ culmine lubrico — Ee 
Me dulcis ſaturet quies; 9 
Obſcuro poſitus loco, 
Leni perfruar otioo 
Nullis nota Quiritibu n, 
ius per tacitura fluat. 
Zlic, cum tranſierint mei OTE 
Nullo cum ſtrepitu dies, 
Plebeius moriar ſenen. 


TRANSLATED. 


WW Hoever will, that pants for power, 
May ſcale Ambition's ſlippery tow'r j 
My heart the ſweets of humble eaſe, | 
And charms of rural quiet pleaſe, 
Where, thro' the ſhade the gentle tide 
Of Time may till ſerenely glide. _ 
So, when my noiſeleſs days have 1 
And Age has ſilver d o'er my head, 
| Mature in wiſdom let me 5 5 
And * in ſweet * 


R 2) 


A GREEK EPIGRAM. 


W HY fear'ſt thou Death impradent 


man, 
The parent of eternal br 
Thy ſorrows with thy breath began, 
And . it on oy ſorrows ceaſe. | 


Why 1 e in this vale of woe, 
With Care, and all her lingering an? 
Ah! wiſh not then to ſhun the blow, 
That comes but once, and ends thy pain. 


(7) 


| The WISH. 


| M** the dear Maid, whoſe love rewards 

| my love, 
Booth every care and every joy improve; 
May ſhe my faults with joſtening candour 
: blame, 
= And grant thi indulgench that the needs not - 
= Courteousto mY to me SA 
Nor dream of bliſs, but in my conſtant arms. 


Whatever lot my future days abide, 
Io rank with Fortune, or a flock to guide, 
Still be ſhe pleas'd to join the gay parade, 

Or n ſlumber 1 in che filent ſhade. 1 


May 1 our kind contention ever - be, 
Who beſt ſhall love, and longeſt ſhall agree, 
Thus gliding down the troubled ſtream of life, 
Till one grave hide the Huſband and the Wife. 
Who thus will claſp. me to her yielding breaſt? 
THO; thou art ſhe—and I'm ſupremely bleſt. 
| SONG 


Written by Dr Pexcy, in the year 1755. 


* A 
TOS 2 
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0 Nancy, wilt thou go with me, Be. 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town; 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot, and ruſſet gown? . 
No longer dreſt in ſilken ſheen,  - 
No longer deck d with jewels rare, 
Say, can'ſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


0 Nancy, when thou'rt far away, l 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? 
Say, can'ſt thou face the parching ray, 


ORs oy mid 1 
0 


10 


O can that ſoft and gentle mein, 
Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear, 
Nor ſad regret each courtly ſcene, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy, canſt thou love ſo true, 
Thro' perils keen with me to go; 

Or, when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 

To ſhare with him the pang of woe? 

Say, ſhould diſeaſe or pain befal, 

Wilt thou aſſume the Nurſe's care, 

Nor wiſtful thoſe gay ſcenes recal, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


And, when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 
And cheer with ſmiles the bed of death? 

And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay, 
Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear, 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, ; 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? = 


AN- 


0 Henry, didſt thou 85 the Se. 
| That heaves for thee the conſtant ſigh, 

Thou wouldſt not aſk if aught could part 
So tender, yet ſo firm a tie. 

With thee the cot would prove a court, 

The ruſſet gown a garment rare, 
And pleas'd I'd quit the gay reſort, 
That hail'd me faireſt of the fair. 


O Henry, lead the toilſome way, 
And love will bear me thro' the wild; 
I {till could face the parching ray, 
Nor heed the blaſt, if Henry ſmil'd. 
But haply ſhould the chilling ſtorm, 
Or blaze of noon that face impair, 
I'd weep, ſhouldſt thou regret the form, 
That once was faireſt of the fair. 


Can 


(+: 

Can perils keen my purpoſe move, 

Or fright me from my Henry's breaſt? 
is fear itſelf gives force to love, 

And robs the abſent maid of reſt. 
Should Henry ſuffer, while his bride 

Nor eas'd his pain, nor ſooth'd his care, 
I'd curſe thoſe ſcenes of courtly pride, 


IE 8 That held the faireſt of the fair. 


But, ſhould not all my trembling toil 
Thy precious life avail to ſave, 

I could not o'er thy ſorrows ſmile, 

I could not ſtrew with flowers thy grave; 


I'd lay'me by thy clay- cold fide, 
Where grief would ſoon my heart-ſtrings 
| Yet happier that with thee I died, 


Than bloom'd the faireſt of the fair. 


L _- Maw 
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ENRI QUE, Prince of SICLLY. 
"TRACER 
Left unfiniſhed. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


| I appears from a letter of the Author to a friend, that 
he began the following Tragedy a few months before 
his death; and that he had not only conceived the plan, 
but made conſiderable progreſs in the execution, before 
he recollected that he had been anticipated in the choice 
of his ſubject by Mr Thomſon, in his celebrated Tragedy 
of Tancred and Sigiſmunda. The beautiful Epiſode of 
Don Henrique, in the Novel of Gil Blas, has ſuggeſted 
the great outlines of both performances; but in the ma- 
nagement of the particular details of the Story there is a 
_ conſiderable difference. As the Author of the following 
Fragment has neglected to avail himſelf of ſome very | 
ſtriking circumſtances in Mr Thomſon's play, the Reader 
will caſily perceive that he had reſolved to make a fair 
trial of his own powers, and to ſuſpend his curioſity with 
reſpect to that Poet's performance, till he ſhould have 


Fgiched his own. In this view, it may perhaps be amu- | 


ſing, even in- its unfiniſhed ſtate, to thoſe Readers who 
are fond of dramatic criticiſm, The Editor too was 
encouraged to hope, by the opinion of ſome friends 
to whom he communicated the Manuſcript, that the pu- 
blication. of it would be no diſcredit to the Author's me- 
mory. — 


DRAMATIS PERSON 


HzNRI1QUE, Nen Golly...» 
LON To, Grand Chancellor, 
 ALvaro, High Conſtable. 

BERTRAND, . o of the Guards. 


„ 


\ 5 


Cons rAN TIA, Princeſs of Sicily. 
' BLancus, Daughter to Leontio, 
Nrs A, iy on ks 


4 
Ln 
* 


Senators, Heralds, Servants, &c. 


A FIKST. 


SCENE, An apartment in the Palace of Belmont. 
| % # iin | 


0 Bravetir. Nys. 


Nys A. 

N Ie tis wrong to pine in melancholy, 
To waſte thy ſpirits in unceaſing ſighs, 

And waſh with tears thy lovely bloom away; 

Indeed 'tis very _ haſt no cauſe, 


BLANCHE. 

| No cauſe, ſweet couſin! Didſt thou ſay, no 
cauſe? 

O! would to Heaven there were not weighty 
cauſe, 


Haſt 


(% 


Haſt tho wand heard the ridings rom: r. 
lena! 
. Heard that the * 


Nrsa. 25 | | 
x3 Wheet hath his jeklouly 35 
8 ſome new affliction for the "OW 
And baniſh'd him from Belmont? 


BLANCHE: 
No, my Nyſa; | 
Fay ber trials now await thy friend: 


Perhaps, while now I ſpeak, his parting breath : 
| Reſigns his body to its kindred datt. 


N 


1 Ld thou grieve ſo deeply for a tyrant, 


Who, goaded by Matilda's ſavage wrath, 

Plung'd their own brother in a loathſome 
5 dungeon, 

And rais'd his fword to ſhed his nephew” g 
r 5 
The blood of Henrique, of thy gallane Hen- 

In aue, 1 

| Une; d — 


(8) 
Unmor'd to pity by his infant ſmiles, 
But that thy father check d his ruthleſs hand? 


| BAN UI. 5 
It is not for the King my ſorrows flow, GC 
But for that Henrique, who hath won my 
With all the tender blandiſhments of love. 


8 Nysa 
For Henrique? Weep'ſt thou for his happineſs? 
For him who, now no more immur 'd in Bel- 
mont, 
Nor guarded by the Monarch's watchful eye, 
Comes forth with rapture to reward thy love, 
An raiſe thee de ide throne of Sicily? 


” BLANCHE. 
"Tis there, my Nyſa, there the ſtings of Fear 
Awake the anguiſh of my boding breaſt. 
Rear'd from a child in this deep ſolitude, 
This ſweet abode of Innocence and Peace, 
My Henrique's wiſhes never ſtray'd beyond it, 
Nor ſought a bliſs but in his Blanche's ſmiles. 


6 


0 happy days, how ſwiftly have ye flown, 
And left but 80 and heavineſs behind! 


90 N YSA. |, 
Say rather, that the gloom i is now diſpell'd, 
And e is turn d to hope ag Joy. 


"7073 $ 


I 


BLANCHE. _ . 
Ak no o the dazzling ff plendour 25 a crown, 
And all the ſyren pleaſures of a court, 
Too ſoon will faſcinate his youthful ſoul; 
And proud ambition check the ſimple choughs 
on Fan Tas to a ſubject for a bride Rr. 


| . 

why Mer diy boſorn with alarms fo vain?” 
Thy noble birth, thy ample heritage, Wa BY 
Muſt even from Pfinces challenge high role; 3 
Yet thine regards thee with ſo fond an eye, 
As ſcorns the tinſtl'of external potnp, = 
And loves thy native excellence alone. 
But ſee, he comes to chaſe thy e away; 5 
His Tip s have more ank dow TS than 
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; bl Tf L216 FEELS. TIE. ; +882 1 111. 
Enter HenRIQUE. 


S 


Health and. the pureſt, pleaſures of the | heart. 

Wait on my Blanche ; I _ d the breath of 

morn 

Would lure thee with its fragrance, and 1 

bought r 91; Je? ON Bb 

The brook that murmurs 5 round the e 

e 

Thy favourite receſs, —Of late I N 


The cloud of care that ſhades thy penſive | 


brow, | 
And the tear trembling i in thy downcaſt eye, 
When ſecretly i it met a glance of 1 
I ought OF, Blanche, to dry che 
} 5 1275 tear, (12: v7, 2213. 21. 
or ſhare the grief my, efforts 72 77 not. ooth. 


401k "TILE: 11379 YEE "119 1 hat 


Br ANChE. ED 


„ 
4 £ N 2 


ure 


991 2 


8 O iy good d. Lord, 1am not wor orth "thy « care; ; 


ane woman's ſpirits will be ſometimes weak, 
And, Mr her to n ſadneſs. 
14 | . FH EN- 


(9%) 


Ste: HENMQUE. | i ili ow 
Nays: mock me, not ; — tis forerhing more 
Some ee affliction preying 0 on abs hen. 
muſt not be denied. My anxious love 

| Demands thy confidence. 191 


| BLANCHE. 4 
eee e 
Im loſe chat dove, and with it all my foul 
Regards of life. I will not, cannot hide 
| 1 en that racks me from ay Henriqngh 8 
| pit 10 6:5 

ibn . s pry ler dre to dan. 


N d Honazans⸗ j 
T Fa pda are myſteries. I cannot 1 
What ſudden change they mar. feel n no 
x 51117 ehange; 
Nor can my ſtrain d imagination Can 


_--. 0 wild a wonder as 0 ee 


Bravonkg 8 
| Pati a weakneſs which were a 


Vu in the victim of Der deem 
M 2 „ 
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T0) 


Me credulous, if I venture to diſcloſe 
What thrills my veins with horror, and appearg 
The cruel 1 pg of e face. 


Hennicnk | 


Whar relude ?—Whither canſt thou 547 


Bra NCHE, 
Some OE: 


Aga, when PER at laſt had viſited 


Theſe weary eyelids, we, merhought, were 
2 ETiES Ss 

In that ſweet bower of aloe; 3 firſt 
My Henrique talk'd of love; and love did then 


Shed o'er thy face its mildeſt radiance: 
When ſuddenly we roſe to climb the ſteep, 
That hangs tremendous 5 er TN digs ne 


gain'd 


With toil the dizzy height. With terror i a, 


1 ſhriek'd, and claſp'd thee to wy dune 
boſom, 


When thou, eyen thou, d didſt daſh me nds 
down, 


And ſprinkle with wy blood 75 Pointed 


rocks. 


HEN- 


4 


AK | „b | 5 

Herod, ten, my faireſt, with _ age 
illuſions. 

I never, never can be falſe, far wk 

| Inhuman. 


BAR NCHE, 
| Ves in that dread moment, when 
85 1 clung with fear and fondneſs to my guide, 
F That hand I cover'd with my tears my | 
8 
That mercileſs hand tore me from thy 
breaſt, 
5 And * d me — 


III NRI YE. | | 
—- On my bended knee, 
Let me con ure thee, not to ſacrifice 
Thy quiet to a dream—an empty dream; 
And all my hopes of rich ſubſtantial bliſs, 
To ſhadows floating in the brain of fancy. 


| | Bran NCHE. | 
Ts not a ſickly brain — but aching heart, 
| That vents the prefage of its ruin. Night 


* 


(9%) 


But warns me of the dan; which m_ fun 
Writes with his cleareſt a 


Hzuniqpz. 3 
Amazement ! le, 
What deed, or word, or look of mine, but bore 
The chan of truth and tenderneſs ? 


| 3 
Yer, tho wilt leave me, Henrique—thou wil 
leave me, | 

[ know thou wilt ;—nay more—1 a thov 


_ 


|  HenrIQU E. 
Myuft ! Gracious Heaven What power but 
inſtant death | 
Can ſnatch me from thine arms? 0 


BLANCUE. 
The King 


HzNRId⁰ * 
1 Ha !—ſay' t than? 
Can treachery have ſtung his car? Can yen- | 
geance 


For 


( 95 ) 


For Manfred's raſhneſs ſtill purſue the ſon, 
And wound my tendereft part? So deep a ſecret, 
Who could ee un; father knew 1 it not, 
3.214: # . 3 | 
HDL £455 6 Prien (47 
No—nor 4g — uncle—all mw foferinus 
From his eaprice are paſt. —The ſhades of 
death 
Are cloſing o'er his head.—My father flew 
At midnight to e wy receive " ye 
His eee, i 


Ed 
Alas! unhappy N 

Nurs'd by thy charge in ignorance of courts, 
| knew not of thy danger, nor could thed, 
The ſoftening balm of pity over thy pains. 
And though I might exult, at riſing thus 
From thraldom into empire, yet I mourn 
Thy ſudden fall ; and even bleſs thy goodneſs 
That made a paradiſe my priſon, where 
My Blanche with angel ſweetneſs chear'd the 

| loom. f 7 


BLANCUE. 


7 


( 96 ) 


BLAncus: 1 
A Paradiſe no more, but dreary 8 Un 
Curſt as of old with thorns, where, all forlord; 
Far muſt I wander from the paths of peace, 
And meet my heavy doom—O Ine 
=. ne | 
One little hour may call thee hence for ever. ö 


H ENRIQUE,. 

No;—it may call me to th' enchanting power, 
To calm thy ruffled ſpirit—to confirm 
The ſacred faith I pledg'd—and fix thy lot 
In bonds of ſweet indiſſol uble love. 


ne., 
That pinnacle of envied happineſs 
It is not mine to reach. View d from a throne, 
What pleas'd in rumble life, attracts no more. 


1 ENRIQU E. 
My faireſt Blanche can never ceaſe to 2 ; 
And ſhines ſo bright with each GIF 
grace, 
That f ſhe will add new luſtre to a throne, 


Not 


tw3 


Not ſteal it by ellos. it argues 
Unkind, ungenerous diſtruſt, not only 

Of me, but of thyſelf, to cheriſh fears 

That feed ſo keen but cauſeleſs miſery. , 


2 9 8 BLANCHE; 
My ever honour'd Henrique, were my worth 
But equal to the gratitude that glows _ 
Within this boſom, it might well ſupport 
The lofty notions partial favour forms. 
But, flender as it is, it leans to thine 
For kind protection, - and my deep diſtruſt 
ls rather of my fortune, than thy faith. 


Bear witneſs, Heaven, no vain deſire of 
power 
Or ſplendour, touch'd my unaſpiring ca, 
In thoſe endearing moments of delight, 
When, heedleſs of thy future majeſty, . 
I hung enraptur'd o'er thy tender looks, 
And heard thy tale of love. But now thy will 
ls not thy own.—Thy hand is only due, 
Where cold and watchful policy may point, 


Or where thy people's clamour {hall direct, 
- 0. . Tho | 
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1 
Tho” thy reluctant heart ſhould fondly figh 


For paſt attachment. 


 HENRIQUE. 
Canſt thou think my love 


But the oft dalliance of a ſummer day, 


Unſanctified by honour, —unreſolv'd 


To face the blaſting of the popular breath, 


Should ſuch aſſault it? Could I prize ſo lightly 


Thoſe hours of tranſport, . to "wy 
ä 

By thy ſo ſweet Lukas; not to * 

For ſuch continued, ſuch increaſing bliſs ? 


BLANCHE.” 4 
Thy words, my Henrique, are a kindly 
ſhower, 
That glads the parched boſom of the earth, 


And wakes its withering * yet, 


alas! 
Betpondent horror creeps 0 er all my frame, 


And ſomething W 1 1 ſtill to up no 


mor e. = 


_ Hen- 


1 


Hawn. 
Ah! why ſo prone to change to bitterneſs - 
The flowing tide of Joy os no 
more, 
For hope has vaniſh'd into certainty. 
Thou only art my choice, my ſecret pride, 
And ſoon my public boaſt. With ſolemn awe 
I here atteſt the bleſſed ſaints above, 
That I will claim thee for my lawful Queen, 
Before th' aſſembled court of Sicily. 


Enter NysA. 


1 
Forgive intruſion. But my Lord Leek | 
Comes on with rapid pace, and ſeems to lead 


The royal guards to Belmont, Exil. 
BLA NCHE, | - 
Will your Highneſs 


Pleaſe to withdraw along the ſecret paſſage; 
For this way you will meet my father's ſteps. 
5 „„ HExN- 


Henziepk: 


That ſecret door, to all but us unknown, 

Had once its precious uſe, and gave a 1985 
vilege, 

The fervour of my oalfion ne'er abus d. 

But now the guards announce all privacy. 

At once determin d. Give me leave to wait 

His preſence here. 


BLANCHE. 
Thy pleaſure ſhall be mine, 


(Leontio enters, Speaking to a ſervant.) 


Haſte to Don Henrique, —ſcour the _—_ and 


ſearch 


The palace.—Say, I earneſtly intreat 
An inſtant audience, —Ha ! I did not think 
To meet your * here. | 


Hexnrque. pn 
My Lord, thy looks | 
Beſpeak important ridings, —1 rejoice 
To be ſo ht found. | 


Lrox- 


( 101 ) 
LEONTIO. 
All hail my Nandi 
For ſuch has art, and ſuch I greet thee well. 
| My meſſage of condolence brings its comfort. 
The King is dead; a fever's gradual fire 
'  Reduc'd his frame to aſhes.—He hath left 
Thee heir of all. The ſceptre, prematurely 
|  Dropt from his lifeleſs hand, I come to place 
In thine, fo worthy of imperial * 


| ' Henzay E. 
The buſy wing of fame outſtript chy ſpeed, 
And taught me to expect what I deplore. 
For Nature ſtill muſt feel, tho cramp 'd by 
Powers; es 
When her ſtrong ties are rudely torn aſunder ; 
And Sicily muſt feel the luckleſs change, 
When his experienc'd arm reſigns to me 
5 The rod of rn 


LE. or rio. 

Modeſty, my prince, 

ls but a cloud that ſoftens, not conceals 

Ihe blaze of merit. This obſcure retreat 

Could not eclipſe the luſtre of thy virtues. 
| HEN- 
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With livelier — 
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| Haxaiens. 
My father,—Well thou claim'ſt that honour d 
Rams. : 
If ought in me can Ls raiſe the ſmile 
Of fair expectance, thy parental care | 
Did-plant it in my breaſt,—and there, I truſt, 
Will {till fo nouriſh and ſupport its growth, 


: As not to quench the ardency of hope. 


LEeoNT10. 


Thy generous nature highly over-rates 


My duty, and would evermore aſcribe 

To my poor ſervices its own deſert. 
Yet pride would ſparkle in theſe aged eyes, 
Even in the ſhade to trace ny courſe of ho- 


nour, 
And gradually mark my pupil ſoar, 


On eagle wing, to ſuch an eminence 


Of goodneſs as of grandeur.— 0] my ſon, 


Since thou wilt deign to wear chat badge of 
„ 


chr owt ea thy worth, 


He could not claſp thee to his panting breaſt 


HEN 


( 103 } 5 


HI NRIQUE. 

1 Thy exceſs of kindneſs" 

O'erpow” rs _ nen, thy yy 
That ſhould not flatter where it ought w 
— - counſel. | 
But thy affection 1 accept with thanks, 
And ſhall return with warm ſincerity.” _ 
Yer ſhalt be my father,—thou ſhalt 


guard 


My unſkill'd ſteps— and guide them to re- 


nown. 
1 es thou ſhalt be my father, and ſhalr reign 
— Mor than thy ſon in Sicily. 
6 Goes to a table, writes, and 
returns with a paper. 


| LzoNTi10., 


What means 
My eto 8 


_ HENRIQUE. 

Io mark the high eſteem 
I W thee, and I fondly hope, exalt 
Thy Dh with mine. 
Taba | 


LeonTio. 
| The rank l I hold, 
So near the Sovereign, with its wide domains, 

Can leave ambition little to deſire; 

And all I covet is, to ſee thy glory 5 
Shine with enlivening brightneſs to the ſtate, 
And terror to its foes nen cloſe = eyes 
85 Fs 


HzeNRIQuUE.. = 
And is there nothing then which FR 
A nearer intereſt in thy boſom Can 
This beſt of daughters ſtrike it with no wiſh, 
To ſee her firſt, as faireſt of the realm? 


IxONTIo. 
What do I hear? My Prince, reſpect 0c, 
Reſpect thy people. How can I receive 
Such honour, unexpected, —undeſerv'd, 
Without the public anion u perhaps 
| * it? 


H NRIQUE, 

f My rever'd Leontio, 
Doubt not the common en ae voice 

Not 


0 106 + 


: Not only ol approve it, but applaud. 
And here I venture humbly to preſent 
Ik his warrant of my love, and of the power 
With which thou rul'ſt my heart. | 
| = Gives the Paper to Blanche.) 


 BLancus, 

With deep reſpect, 

And log hand, I take my Sovereign' 5 

© grace; | 
But duty prompts me to remit the pledge 

To an indulgent parent. By his will 

I govern mine, —He kindly will prefix 

Io this the royal ſignature, whate'er ' 
His wiſdom diQtates for our mutual good. 

"T7 Gone the Tye to Leontio. * 


LaoN Toe 
0 raſh! 2 wretched youth. (ald). 
Forbid it, Heaven, 
My King ſhould cer reproach me, or that I 
. Should e er abuſe the confidence. 


Henn, | 
My father, 
| know thou wilt not freely uſe the power 


. 166 ) 


*y give heat conſent is ſure.—Reproach — 

Can never tinge thy cheek with indignation, 

Nor mine with ſhame. A glow 1 

Alone will mark my 3 
ſound 


ot trumpets. CV | 
1 (Flouriſb of trumpets, 


LEONTIO. FV» 

It proclaims th' impatient joy 

Of numbers to ſalute their Prince, and 

| guard ; 
His perſon to the capital. —The chighy. 
And nobles of the realm already crowd 

Around the, throne, to wait thy will d ap- 

proach, 
And pay thee due obeiſance. Scarce a a 
Removes thee from Palermo. I ſhall ſoon 
Attend thee there, and Blanche, the Lady 


Cennet. 
ns QUE. 
Adieu,—l fly to meet their homage, and 


Aſſure them of * love. „ 


LION- 


109 4 1 


LrONTIO. 

- My Blanche, come hither. 
Give x me thy hand.— Thou art the only prop 
Of my declining age, Thy happineſs | 

Was ever deareſt to this heart, which labours 
With ſtrong.anxiety to make it ſure, 
O! blaſt it not, nor bring theſe hoary hairs 
With ſorrow to the grave, Youth, TOS: is 

giddy, 

And thro the painted clouds that fancy 
forms, 155 

Too ſeldom can deſcry its true advantage. 
But time is urgent: E'er the ſhades of night 
Darken the gay horizon, thou wilt know _ 

More than can now be utter'd or ba 
Prepare thee for Gi court. 


BLANCHE. 
I ſhall with ſpeed. 
(CAfide. ) Alas ! His troubled countenance por- 
„ tends : 
Some ſtrange diſaſter. —Heaven avert my 
fears! 
. 
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* alone. 
0 PI of horror! What! was I a fool, 
Not once to ſee, nor even to ſuſpect 


A ching ſo natural? an event ſo big 


With ruin All my ſchemes o 'erturn'd to fix 


This tottering kingdom on a ſolid baſe !— 


The royal will Infring'd! — Conſtantia 
e . 


And rous'd to vengeance (ads Don Pedro 
joins 


Her party, —nay, her bend cl abe the | 


torch - 


Of civil war, more fatal than the 8 
Of Etna's burſting torrent O! my Henrique, 


What haſt thou done ? conſpir'd againſt thy- 


ſelf, 

Againſt thy crown, and forc'd thy friend 
| to ſtab, 
Or my own honour, or my ae 5 peace. | 
Alvaro too.—Confufion He, the proud 


High Conſtable, who deems my * 
Blanche 


His certain prize —Arraign'd ” him by 


lll : 
"OF 


( 9 7 
O horrible !—DiſtraQion lies that way.— 
Hold! let me think. Not one reſource ?— 
Alas! 

Thought flies my brain.— Tis darkneſs all. 
Weighs down my ſoul.— This paper ?—Ha! 
| it bears 
A ſemblance.— I have power —1 promis'd 

nought. 
| He may be ſham'd into compliance;—be- 
| Conſtrain'd to fave himſelf,—to fave the 
. mhole. 

His tongue will never falfify TY hand, | 

His honour will confirm his public word. 


— Enter a SERVANT. 


SR RV ANT. 
The Lord Alvaro greets the Chancellor, 
And prays admittance, 


LEON= 


(1100 


LEONTI0. 
I attend his 3 
(Exit Servant. 
. purpoſes |. 
They will not bear delay, nor he denial. 
This very night—it ſhall —— _ 


Euler . 
Moſt Noble Sir, 
| To Belmont welcome. From Palermo ? 


» ALVAR 0. 
3 

Before the ſun peep d o'er the eaſtern wave, 
I left my caſtle of Salanto, borne 

On wings of ſoft deſire, to breathe my Vows. 
To her whom I adore. Nor can I doubt 
Their kind acceptance, when the Parent's faith 
Stands pl ghted to his friend. 


Lzoxr1o: 
It ſhall be ſacred. 
And weſt me, Don Alvaro, much I prize 
This high alliance. But unhappily, 
Our * Maſter's death, with all the care 
Incumbent 


(ans ) 


Incumbent on my office, while he lay 
In doubtful conflict on the brink of fate, 
Even to this hour ſuſpended all attempt 
Io forward thy deſire. 


„ Adfaks 
Too juſt a cauſe. 
I heard the mournful tidings on the way, 


And wiſh'd to ſeek thy: counſel for the bows 
As well as s for myſelf. 


' LeoNT10. | 
| wort The Prince is gone 
To meet che court, — We muſt purſue his lteps, 
Alſſiſt the public ſettlement, and then | 
My: zeal ſhall haſte to e thy love. 


e e ALVARO. 0 
Proven be th' event, and I ſhall bleſs 
This day of NOR and domeſtic joy. 
. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


ACT SECOND. 


Scene, An anti-chamber in the Palace of Pa- 


ConsTANTIA alone. 
Would this ſolemn hour were paſt.— 
Suſpence e 
Is torment.— Strange! on what a caſt the King 
HFath hazarded my fortune and repute 
Vet much he lov'd his Conſtance, much. he 
with'd 
Her 3 ſeeure. And but laſt night 
He preſs'd my hand with looks of melting 
kindneſs, 
When ſpeech had fled from his pale lips, and 
1 POW 'd . 
His 


610 


His lateſt ſigh into my boſom. - Peace 

Be to his venerable ſhade, and may 

The tomb receive me alſo to its reſt, 

Before I ſtand the mark of inſult. Death 

ls better than diſdain. But once I faw _ 

This Henrique Let, that once the roſe of 
youth . 


Juſt blowing into beauty, ſcattering round 
Delicious ſweets, —unconſcious of its pow r. 
Yet, yet, on me he gaz'd with ſuch an eye, 
As child the drops around this yielding heart, 
Thar. would have flow'd to ſerve him, — "Twas 
not I- 


Who kill'd his father. win he wu on me 


lis vengeance for a mother's cruelty, 


 VUnſoften'd by my tears and kindred blood: 
(Acclamations without.) 
Theſe ſhouts precede his cntry.——Down-—Þe 


Ho Calm, 
My troubled breaſt ! 


Emter HENRIQUE, 


Hrxnichr. 
Hail! fair Conſtantia. 
C Permit 
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Permit me to bewail our common loſs, 

But chiefly to commiſerate thine, whoſe grief 
Muſt riſe from recent ſprings of tenderneſs, 
To me and mine unknown. 


CoxsTANTIA. 
It ſwells that erief, 


To think Don Henrique's virtues could not 
draw 


Their due regard, where my eee 
Was flatter'd with diſtinction.— But at laſt, 


Tho' heavily depreſs'd, they will emerge, 


And July triumph in his riſe to ure 


He NRI aun E. | 
Thy ſympathy is generous ;—thy praiſe 


Above my poor deſert. _ But while thy 


charms 
Could fix the arbitrary ſmile of power, | 
I ſhall not blame the rigour which ordain'd, 


My way thro' pain and patience to a throne. 


| ConsTANTIA. 
The heart that's train'd by hardſhip unto 


rule, 1 
By 


( 
By conquering itſelf, can beſt command 


The hearts of others; and already fame 
Aſſures thy {kill in this ſo arduous art. 


He NRIQUE. 
If ru efforts for the general good, 
And love beſtow'd, can win returns of love, 
Sweet harmony ſhall vibrate in the breaſt 


of n a of ſubject. 
con 
Ah! how Gaal 
The concord then between the nearer ties 
Of N a Prince. 
HE NRI OE. 


Alas! the genial blood 
That ſhould have branch'd in f ympathetic 
' » ſtreams, | 
Exulting from the heart, was poiſor! 4— 
ſhed— | 
vill not think of it.—The nobles wait 
| Our joint appearance. {(Flouriſh of drums 
: | N ans trumpets. 
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But whoſe auſpicious providence extends 


( 


| ConsranTIA. 
1 attend the 184 


Exennt, 


116 ) 


| Back ſcene draws up flowly to folemn muſic, 


while Henrique and Conflantia enter, attend. 
ed, and take their places on tao thrones at 
the head of the hall, that of Henrique being 
 bigher.— Alvaro, Leontio, and other Nobles 


ſeated. They riſe and 3 the Prince and 
VETO 


HERALD. 
Let all the court with mute attention hear 
The ſolemn mandate of the King deceas'd, 


LzonTto. 


Illuſtrious Lords of Sicily, I riſe 


With due condolence to announce the ſtroke 
That funk our mighty Monarch to the duſt, 
Whoſe power not only ſhielded all our rights, 


To our protection, while he ſleeps in death, 
For, as his laſt bequeſt, the diadem falls 


„ 
On Henrique's worthy head, a gallant Prince, 
Whoſe royalty of mind, as well as race, | 
Will dignify the gift, and widely ſpread 
A flow of bleſſings o'er a grateful land, 
| Nay more,—to quaſh the Jarring claims that | 
tore 
The vitals of the empire, ad cement 
With love the public ſafety, he appoints 
His ſiſter's only child, Conſtantia, | 
e with every nes that wins the 
 Houre, 
10 8 0 conſort to her couſin Henrique, 
Aſſur'd ſo fair a union will be crown d 
With all felicity, and no miſchance _ 
Transfer the ſceptre to his brother Pedro, 
Whoſe hand ſhall ſeize the right which he 
rejects, 


With her, eſſential partner of the nn 


1 H | 
How ?—Where is this excluding clauſe? what 


proves 
This order of ſucceſſion ? 
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LEON rio. 


Here, behold | 
An CE Fs — * every doubt. 
| The ſeal of ſtate imprinted on the will, 
Confirms thy title to our loyalty, 
And thy Conſtantia's love. Nor leſs the proof, 
Moſt gracious Sovereign, of thy * conſent. 
To meet our wiſh. 5755 


Hz: NRIQUE. 
Conſent—conſent ? Leontio? 


The ener- thou e. 


Ls ONTIO. 
3 My Prince, 
never can forget the precious deed. 


Tis here—atteſted by thyſelf, In this 


My noble Peers will ſee thy fond regard = 2 
Diſplay'd for Conſtance, and thy ſacred word 
Accompliſhing the will, _ 

(Hands the fuer: to the Court.) 


” ALVARO. 


The ſignature 
Precludes 


* 119 21 


. Luſpicion, and calls forth n voice 
Ot cordial gratulation. 


CorsrAx IA. 2 
1 85 Mine ſhould flow. 

In rains of deep acknowledgement to thee, 
My honour'd Lord. This voluntary grace 
So courteouſly conferr'd, ſecures at once 
My glory and affection.—If a life 

| Devoted to thy ſervice, mark d with all 
Th' endearing care of conjugal PE 
Can happily conciliate the eſteem 
Of Henrique to the daughter of Matilda, 
Ah! why ſhould virgin bluſhes now prevent 
The tender of my duty and my faith 

To my lov'd kinſman and my lawful King? 


ALVA | 

0 happy day for Sicily !—The rude 
Impetuous breath of faction, which of old 
Blaſted the flower of this luxuriant iſle, _ 
And might have rag'd again between the heirs 
Of Manfred and Matilda, now is huſh'd 


In laſting peace. Aud though. Conſtantia's 
. chan | 


5 120 


The pride of all Palermo, well might draw, 
With ſweet conſtraint our youthful Monarch's 
Yet ſtill magnanimous the hero ſhines, 
Who weds her child that made him fatherleſs, 
Wo pays with love the urgent debt of ven- 
geance, 
And who, ſuperior far to private + views, 
' Converts his 7 to his country's good. 


| HxxxIqpr. | 
I know not how to thank your 7 I a4 
Such ſtrong emotion. Such a change o er- 
powers 
My ſpeech. —E'er we proceed, I muſt entreat 
Thy private ear, Leontio.—A moment 

Determines all. 

(Deſcendi to the front . the Stage, 
attended by Leontio. 


What demon ſtirs thy ſpirit ? 155 


Was it for this I gave my name? For this 

I call'd thee father ?—Are thy feelings ſear'd? 

Are mine to be thy ſport? Muſt I be made 

A public ſacrifice? inſulted, —ruin n'd, — 
By 


0 121 * 


By hw l ſought to hanowe? 0! tis foul, 
'Tis "Oy . 


120 ONTI 8 

5 Huſh, Royal Sir, 
| Suppreſs thy anger.—Be a man, a King, 

Alarm not this auguſt aſſembly.— Think 


- Thy raſh refuſal ſtrips thee of thy glory, 


has, (own, perhaps uy: life, —Be ale, | 
1 Retires abroth 


Kirin 
The hy traitor !—But I muſt diſſemble. 
The holy pontiff will diſſolve a match 
So uncanonical—unſanttified, 


So near in blood -a murder'd parent's blood. 


It cannot ſtand.— I muſt diſſemble now. 
© (While be retires to his place, Leontio 
whiſpers to Conſtantia, then June 
to the Guards. 


Len 
The Queen commands her ladies to _ 
And now ſalute the throne. 


3 | HER - 


121 
HzxRIOYE. . 

Mi noble 4 
Wil cies a confuſion ſprung from praiſe | 
I never can deſerve,—And yet my ſoul 
Aſpires to win your favour, for the firm 
Eſtabliſhment of concord, and the reign 
Of rich proſperity throughout the land. 
My faireſt couſin alſo will forgive | 
This late return to ſuch a flattering choice 
As mocks my poor expreſſion, and will deign 
To honour with acceptance this my hand, 
Which ſolemnly confirms what once it ſign'd. 
(While he is ſpeaking, Blanche, 
Nyſa, and other ladies enter, 


ConsTANTIA. 
| Once more, and on my knees, 1 pour my 
For this diſtinion, and my flurrering heart 
Raows non it now can envy. 


8 RO. 


+ Let the ſound 
N of joy go 1. all the n 
. 


And 


0 1 


And to the fartheſt corners of * iſle,” 
Proclaim th' unperial union aloud. 
Of * and Conſtantia. 
enen, with acclamations 


Laonris 13 
| To fill up 
e: are of our gladneſs, Blanche, draw 
me, © 
And with thy beauteous comrades greet thy 


OY BLANCHE. . | 


The 


 LeONTIO, 
Why heſitate hy tne calls. - 


| BLANCHE, „„ 
33 Madam, An humble maid, unus'd to — 
Thus N at thy an an to 


Thy Majeſty _ bleings of a long 


. me, gentle Nyſa— 
T Qs 8 88 And 


. 
And of domeſtic—Oh! my facher. — Mercy 
O! a» em „ 2290 7 (Swoone: 


l 5 
Alas! ſweet virgin. 


; Her bloom is gone. Her Cog are fixd in 
horror. 


Her PR is frozen,—Bear her oftly « out. 


8 (Exeunt 8 
Bring quick relief. She will revive anon. 


The ſcene was dazzling. —8⁰ ſevere a taſk 
Oo ercame her pow 1 rs. 


Lroxrio. been TEE, Th. 


I muſt ſolicit leave 
To wait on her recovery.” | (Exit, 
| HeNRIQUE. 


| My Lords, 

The time admits no farther progreſs Soon 

We ſhall be call'd to drop a parting tear 

Upon the royal tomb.—A full aſſembly 

Shall then be eee to nen the 
crown, 16 


Ad 


(ww) 


And render fealty to the lawful bee 

My care ſhall ever watch your deareſt rights, 

And eee I commend u me to 1 love. 
7 | HM" n 


Scenes changes to an apartment in the Palace. 


i BLANCHE on a couch. Nysa. 


Nee 


1 to the pitying powers, who have ſo 
' ſoon 


Recall 'd her to my arms,— Her gentle ſpirit 

Could ill ſuſtain ſo rude a cruſh from ſuch 
Unlook'd for hands,—Yet the ſurvives the 

- bow. 

She breathes more eaſily, —Her eyes reſame 


Their lovelineſs.— Look on me, Blanc 
"tis I, 


| Te —_ thy Nyſa. 


Bra NCHE. 

Have I then à friend? | 

Where am I is it © all a dream —1 thought, 
| Ab! 
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Ah! credulous maid — thought I bed 


friend, 
Lohenghe Lids facher—O e 


A friend—a father, does not lift the knife 


_ Againſt his —_ throat, I am an or- 


To ith to "an I have a . 


Is poiſoning the knife, that kills without it. 


Nys A. 


Othat my tears were balm to 4 an- 


guiſh, 


e comfort to thy wounded breaft 


GE 


What comfort can my ſoul receive? What 


depth 


| of miſery yet explore —0 faichleſs Hen» 


rique, | 
Ere thy warm vows could reach the gate of 


Heaven, 
To follow than uk inftent perjury 


"Enter 


Aa”) 
Enter LzONTIO. 


LeoNnTIO. 
How fares my child?-lt grieves me fore o 
loe 
Thy piteous caſe, —l wires eee 
An overwhelming ſtroke—and even with'd 
. My Blanche herſelf to witneſs what * 
a 
Have ſtagger d all belief. —Yet blame me not, 
Such cruelty was kindneſs, —Such a ſhock 
May prove moſt ſalutary, and reſtore 
ay daughter to herſelf, her FR her — 


| e 
What but the grave can give me back to pelt 
And there I wiſh'd to reſt and there I ought 
To hide my guilty head, ſince I have ventur'd 
To break my filial duty, and to caſt — 
My heart away without thy ſanQtion. 


__  LeonTIO. 


Theſe accents of dejecdion ill befic 


C 


1 0 deareſt Blanche, Too forely doſt thou 
ſuffer ” 
For yourhful ee which could plead 
So much in its defence. I give thee both 
My pardon and my pity. This embrace 
Conveys them to thy boſom, —Would ; it might 
Convey withal a portion of my . 


To brave indignity ! 
10 blen. n 
| #2 Alas! dt 
O ſhameful rock Ho my bluſhes 
n 


To feel but grief that finke me to . 
| And to the welcome tomb.—N pang 
E T 
1 cannot hate thee, cannot ſtir my foul 

Jo hot reſentment.— Memory recalls 5 
Thy winning e, n ſoft endearing 
DE. Ci 

And looks of gentleſt ee 6 I 14 fie 
The livelong day on ſome ſequeſter'd bank, 
And figh,—and ruminate, —and ſigh again, 
1 hold ſweet converſe michang abſent Lord; 
wy And 


( 99} 
4 weep till theſe icy «appt, that 


once 
le gaz'd on with delight, "WP not a PW 
To ſhed upon the turf that ſoon will cover me. 


| I 1 l 
This, this indeed is vweakneſa,.."Ti a lin 
To the nice honour of thy ſex ;—a ſtain 
To the pure ſpring of thy nobility, 
What ! ſhall the daughter of Leontio 
Sigh for another's mate, and ſtoop to be 
The paramour of Henrique I muſt guard 
Thy fame from ſuch. Ss * my 
Blanche, 
Alvaro ſeeks thy hand, the ee 3 
Of Sicily, ſprung from the Princely Houſe - 
Of Anjou, equal to the King in blood, 
In merit. He, enamour'd of thy, charms, '! 
Deſerves a dart he 1 never n en 
| E107 W 197 377 : 
Juſt. Heaven ! | to what extremes of ſuffering 


| Am I reſerved ? O ſpare me, Honour'd Sir; 
(Kneels. 
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Spire but a little while a ſuppliant wretch : 
Let ſorrow ſap my life, and not a Father, 
Nov * who gave it, Arik the andy ow 


1 


| Lori. 
Theſe ecſtacies of paſſion will ſubſide, _ 
And reaſon, virtue will reclaim their place, 
If Henrique could be thine, thou can ſt not 
doubt 
My zeal in ſuch a cauſe, But fare hath 


PT Dad. IN His diadem : 
| Hangs on 'Confintia.s hau. Fe om re- 


nown, 


| His een 0 ſore, loudly urge the choice. - 


4.1 


7 Ba NCHE. | ah 0 
But what, ah what can ar m baue 
dragg 5 ul. 57 

A victim to the 2 3 to vow 
Affection never felt, and there to fall 
VUnpitied „„ eee eee nl 
_ rave yh my puniſhment an \ honour? 


| Lron- 


3 
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LIoN To. 
„„ © 
Lai repeat, hy tame, thy precious fame 
Demands compliance. Shall the waar 
een 9055 
Of ſlander taint thy purity, and cad 
In circling whiſpers thy unhallow'd love? 
Shalt thou be noted by the hand of . 
As vainly panting to dethrone thy Queen; 
Or, as the pining caſtaway of Henrique, 
And ready partner of his looſer hours? 
O ſummon up thy ſpirit: He deſerts 
Thy favour for a crown. Before thy face 
| He ratified th' irrevacable deed. 
One effort ſaves thy honour, nay exalts i it, 
But will not brook delay. The Conſtable - 
Is gone to Belmont, We muſt quickly follow, 
This night the holy prieft ſhall join TO 
hands. 
Ae eee 3 7, 
Thy due conſent. ; but if my earneſt prayer 
ls vain, I do command it. . 


Ra- | BLANCHE, | 


* 


5 „ Fate! 

| 1 now I wok my ſorrows paſt the power 
Of aggravation. Muſt ſo many weights 
Combine to bear me down, a feeble, poor, 
| Defenceleſs maid, whoſe crime is undeſerv d 
. 1 


ers A. 
How undeſerv'd 
Indeed ! O fad verſe! To ſee him kneel - 
80 humbly at thy feet, atteſting Heaven 
To mark his vows of endleſs conſtaney 
Then from his haughty enn his 
court | 
Before rm daſh them to the ground. 
5 an. POL e 
Spite of his fair aſſurance, he hath . . 
My feats to certain horrors, —horrors worſe 


5 Than even fear could picture. Not alone 


Trampled, betray'd by him whom I ador'd, 
But forc'd to be the wretched ſlave of one 


1 


| My boſom fitinks from, yet muſt bars to 

love, 
Elſe ruin, infamy, a father's wrath, | WE 
A frowning world, muſt be my bitter portion. 
O what ſo ſharp could mortal foes inflict” 
As this from my belov'd ? 


Nees: 1, 5 
Tlrebt do not ſink 

So nds ls wrongs. Why not avenge 
Thy injur'd honour ? Why not vindicate 

Thy ſpotleſs virtue ? Why remain the dupe 
Of bold unbluſhing perfidy ? Why be | 
The proud Conſtantia's ſpore? O how tuin 5 
His breaſt to madneſs to behold thy ee 


While o'er thy head thy e parent poure 
The bleſſing of obedience? 


BLAs NCHE. ä 
Thou haſt rous 0 

A ſpark within me that may ſcorch the traitor; 

And ſhould it alſo fire my funeral pile, 

; The 


„% 
| The blaze were welcome. o thou perjur'd 
Henrique, 
May thorns beſtrew thy couch ; _ Con- 
ſtance dart , | 
| "= every kiſs a poiſon on thoſe lips | 
Which ſeal d my doom, that ſo thy nuptial 
torch 
May ſhed, with mine, a baleful light around, 
Like a ſepulchral lamp, and waſte away 
In miſery's black abode, - Yes! I ſhall wed 
The man I hate, to puniſh my vile choice 
Of him I lov'd: And ſince Religion lifts 
Her awful voice againſt ſelf- murder, may 
My days and nights be but a chain of forrows! 
And oh! if ſtill ſome embers of thy flame 
f Hamman, 'twall pierce thee to behold me 
Into phe s arms; or if extinct 
In thy moſt frigid ſoul, yet Sicily 
Shall boaſt a virgin who can ſcourge her heart 
| For hight indulgence of its weak deſires. 
(Excunt.. 


SCENE 


( 2165 } 


SCENE ee to another An. 


HENRIdUuR alia 1 
At t laſt have I eſcap'd the torturing forms 
Which haunt a throne, and _ a moment's 
pauſe 
For thought. Thou baſe Leontio, * a ſnare 
Was this? A barbarous plot, to ruin all 
Thy foul ſhould n moſt. FA lovely 
Blanche, 
How could I meet thoſe eyes chat Aaſl'd re- 
proach, 
Yet ſued for pity? and behold thee fall, 
Pale as a lily on the blaſted heath, 
With ſuch a heart of None ? How could I 
„ irre 
Deceit around, and curb che . voice 
Of truth and honour ? Curſt diffimulation ! 
Who enters once that thorny labyrinth 
Can ſcarce retrieve his ſteps, but plunges on 
To deeper ſhame and guilt, But who could 
„ fy 

The dark aſſaſſin” s blow ? His crooked arts 


£ Muſt 


( 136 ) 
Muſt now be countermin'd. An Embaſſy 
Shall haſte to Rome, to urge a ſharp decree 
Againſt this inceſt, from the Holy Chair, 
Which right, enforc'd by m_ can ſoon pro- 
*- ent 5: 


While every nerve ſhall Win to win the Prince 
Of the whole Realm, to eur 1 cauſe. 


Au now to e my Blanche, an 
8 ſooth 
Her troubled mind— Ha! g aſt 


Enter Coxsr AN TIA. 


CoxsrAN TIA. 
| My deareſt Lord 
Nay, turn not from thy Conſtance, from 
I 

Thy fondeſt friend, Alas ! I ſaw diſmay 
Chate from thy countenance thoſe roſy ſmiles 
Of pleaſure, that ſhould light this feſtal urs | 
Aud A * | | 
. HEN- | 


( 9 2 
Henzrove. 
a 1 thank thy Ent ance 
Such wich the eventful ſcene, I wiſh'd to 
"> feare' 
A private hour to fix my ſcatter” d client 5 
Blanc he more deſerves thy care. 


Cos TAN TIA. 
Leontio 
30 all acceſs, and banked her to Belmont. 


HENRIQUE, 
Retire—T'l follow e 


CoxsraxrI4. a 
But wilt thou follow 
Wich 155 of nk and chear thy bride, 


Who oy to ſee thee thus? 


HR ns 
Why doubt my faith ? 


(Exit Conſtantia. | 


To et What! to Belmont ? er r her 
ſpirits 
og RgReſume 


n 

Reſume their ſeat; cer L could pluck the maſk 
From this apparent villany. Delay 

1s fatal. In the deepeſt clouds of night 
I'll ſpeed to Belmont, clear the myſtery, 
And reap the double joy of ſweet ſurpriſe 
And tender reconcilement.— This unlocks 
The ſecret door, and once again reſtores 
158 bliſs that vaniſh d from my fond embrace. 

| 1 


END or THE SECOND ACT. 


( 139 ) 


ACT THIRD. 
SCENE, An apartment in the Palace of Belmont 


| FerDinAnD. ANTONIO; 


ANTONIO. 

P Nitead of mirth, and ſound of minſtrelſy, 

is gloom and ſilence all. Theſe —_— 
rites 

F orebode but late joy. 


FERDINAND. 

It ſeems indeed 
A 1 ni iche Oh what a change, Antonio! 
Our lovely miſtreſs! How it vext my heart 
To ſee her ſtand a monument of woe, 
So ghaſtly pale, ſo motionleſs ; her eyes 
80 dim and ſunk, 1 coule 1 not ſtay to hear 
The benediction. — 
S > - oa 


” 140 ) 


ANTON10. 
Nor could I have aid, 

Amen! O didſt thou mark what time the 
prieſt 
pronounced the awful words, a raven ſhriek d, 
And flapp'd his wings acroſs the altar? Didſt 
Thou mark a gleam of lightning ſhoot athwart 
The aiſle? How blue the tapers burnt, and 
rte To 
Us all like demons, mutrering horrkd ſpells 1 


FERDINAND. 
It looks like Heaven's diſpleaſure; and yet, 
| Antonio, 
Can Heaven be angry with our deareſt Lady ? 
80 good, ſo kind, ſo gentle, that ſhe ſeems 
An emblem of its purity, an angel 

Sent down to bleſs us. 


Auroxio. 


And may ſhe be bleſt! 
| 0 Ferdinand, it ſtrikes me, if the Prince, 


The Noble 7 were the happy man, 
Twould 


1 
Twould not Fa thus. Thou mayſt remem- 
PO & 
How oft we wiſh'd their union, ——_ we ſaw 
So ſweet a pair grow up and bloom together. 
Tis like offending nature, when the fiend 


Alvaro comes to tear them thus aſunder, 
And crop this flow'r of beauty, 


| FeRDINA ND. 
Huſh! I hear 
Their . approaching. This way, good 
Antonio. | 


Enter Lars, ALVARO, BLANCHE, Nys A, 
and nen, 


| Leon! Os N 
Let this ito hour be mark d wich white 
In the records of time. Let guardian ſaints 
Waft to the ſky my oriſons, and watch 
Or all its Pw bliſs I feel my youth 
; Renew 'd, 


( 142 ö 


Renew d, my breaſt o 'erflowing with delight. 
Alvaro, be thou happy. Prize the worth 


Of this ſo precious gem, and wear it next 
> Like . 5 


* 


AI VA A0. 
My grateful heart ſhall ever bound 
With joy for ſuch a gift. O could it be 
Unconſcious of its lot, untouch'd by all 
This paradiſe of charms, nor duly pay . 
In fervent adorations, and regard 
Its love ſtill more than life, it well would merit 
The fabled fate of that which vultures tore 
Wich rage unceaſing, while the tortur'd fleſh 
Still grew beneath their wounds. 


LEOXT1o. -” 


I know thy truth, 
1 know hy ſteady honour ; nor will Blanche 


Be ſlow to own the virtues of her lord, | 

Though maiden fears may now ſuppreſs her 
vo 

But time ſteals = to the midnight hour, 

And warns us to repoſe, Adieu, my children! 


( 143 ) 
May all your how glide freetly down the 


ſtream 
Of life, unruffled by a ſtorm, with health / 
Z e 


(Excunt all but 
ALVARO and BLANCHE, 


H van 


At length I ſeize 
A ſecret moment to pour out the warmth, 
Of my enraptur'd breaſt, O wonder not, 
Thou paragon of women! wonder not, 
If but a ſingle glance of ſuch perfection 
Charm'd all my powers, and forc' d the ardent 
wiſh oC 
To make it mine. And yet I <4 not owe 
To cold obedience what ſhould freely *. 
From ſoft and ſweet attachment. 


BLANCHE. 

W Ah! my Lord, 

Time 8 diſſolves the e of a paſſion, 
And 


66 


And turns it to diſlike. I 3 true love 

A tender plant, not ſudden in its growth, 

Water'd with tears, and ſunn'd' with gentle | 
ſmiles, | 


That ſhrinks from rough ah. 


ara ko. 

FF du fare that lover - 

Muſt il dies the name, who ſpends * 

N breath 

In idle ſighs, and rhapſodies unheard, _ 
While others haſten from his Rretch G-out 

| arms | | 

To intercept his object. How my ſoul 

| Would agonize to ſee my lovely bride 
Claſp'd to a rival boſam ! Could it ſhew 

Sincerity, by lingering to ſecure 

What all muſt pant to gan? 


BLANCHE. | 

It ſhews at leaft 

The wondrous power of paſſion, to create 
The beauties it admires. Alas! I want 

Attraction to ſecure a ſingle heart. 

„ 5 Indeed 


( 145 ) 


Indeed thou haſt no rival, and will foon 7 
Wake from this trance, to ſee me as I am, 
Stripp'd of the dazzling colours that enchant 
Thy rapt imagination. 


ALVARO, 
I can never 

Wake, Ty to feel my own ſuperior bliſs, 
And boaſt the ſole poſſeſſion of a jewel 
Which might adorn a crown. But why, my 
ne 7 Blanche; 

That piteous ſigh ? Why that Acieted air? 
It ſuits not with the, time. Let no vain 
| . , 
Alarm thee. I can never, never ceaſe 
To love ſuch excellence, and bleſs the night 
That yields it to my arms. Another ſigh! 

Another Wheyeat oh whence? _ 1 


BLANCHE: 

” Forgive, my Lord, 
The languor of my ſpirits. I am faint. 

I met a cruel ſhock, I feel fo alter d 
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From what this morning found me, 1 can 
ſcarce 


5 Support my trembling _ 


no. 

1 | It was indeed 

A trial too ſevere, Let me ſupport thee, 

And fold thee in my arms. Repoſe will ſoon 

Recruit thy ſtrength. "Tis late, my ſweeteſt 
Blanche ; 

Why tarry here ? Accept me for thy Sls. 

This opens to thy chamber, Ah! what means 

nn cearss ö 


BLANCHE. 
"= Thus low 1 bend, 
With all damit and kiſs thy feet, 
For pardon, for indulgence. Preſs me not. 
A change ſo rapid, ſo precipitate, 
cannot reconcile. Let pity grant 
A ſhort reſpite, It may awaken love. 


ALVA- 
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ALVARO 

Aftoniſhment! There's more in this than 
ſtrikes Ay” — 

The ear. ( afide.) Riſe, 3 mourner, riſe, 
Thy tears have turn'd to gall my flowing cup 
Of joy; yet ſhall they not be pour'd in vain. 
Altho' reluctance frown'd not on thy brow, 
Tho' to my vows thou gave thy ready hand, 
And rais'd my hope to happineſs extreme; 
Yet will not I upbraid thy wavering mind. 


. D R 2 . E oy 
mw 2 4 e 9 ee A 2 
1 De 2 8 Wee e * 8 ** eos 
OY n A * 8 c 
Er wa: 


* a a TEARS. a en bs 
8 „ 
3 n n 3 Aims 
CEL] 5 4 * ng Forge eee CFE, * * 4 W 5 
3 ccc as 


7 ON RR Ot = F 

ee Pp Nee, > 

1 
Ty 


F ee N 8 8 
n Ss, ES co tag, Cs ne 57s 


* nb 1 
3 8 N 
r 


e WE 


5 BLANCHE. f 
Could I find words, I'd thank thee. shame 

G 
_ Obſtrut— 


Ave RO. . 
No more. Retire. Thou'rt very pale. 
Sleep will refreſh thee. Shall I call aſliſtance ? 


' BLANCUB.. 
My ”_ waits, 


3-4 55 ALVA- 
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ALVARO. 
Tu throw-me on the couch, 
And a guard thy bers Exit Blanche. 
What a ſtrange reverſe! 
The bann of Tantalus without his crime. 
All is not well: But where to fix? I'm loſt, 
Bewilder'd. Mere caprice could hardly act” 
So violent a part. It could not be 
To fan with coy delay a flame that roſe 
Above ſuch artifice. O-no ! her ſoul 
Was all | impan —ſtruggling wich ſome 
- fears, | 
Some ſecret pangs I could not penetrate. 
She ſaid I had no rival; unprovok'd 
She ſaid ſo, Yet methought ſhe ſpoke with 
uch . 
A plaintive voice, as if ſhe wiſh'd I had one. 
But who could win her miles, you dread ſuc- 
| ceſs, bo, 
And not purſue his en "Tx were mad 
To raiſe a phantom for my jealouſy ; 
Vet be the cauſe unreal or unknown, 
It works moſt certain wretchedneſs, O Sleep, 5 
Thou canſt not ſhed thy poppies o'er the fierce 


a 


149 * 


Diſtractions of my breaſt. But I will watch 
The fruit I muſt not taſte, (Exit Alvaro, 


The Stage is darkened, and HENRIQUE enters 
by an Aperture in the back Scene. 


HI NRIQU E. 
Thus far I ſpeed, 

All, all is huſh'd, and not a ſtar betrays 
My purpoſe. Let me breathe a moment. 
My heart ſo leaps to be ſo very near 
Its hidden treaſure. O my injur'd Blanche, 
I will repair thy wrongs, and ſeal my vows 
Upon thy lips, with kiſſes ſweeter ſtill 
Than had I not offended. O ye Powers 
That favour love, conduct your votary, , 
And - pn her _ 5 


As he draws near "os Door of the Chamber, 
| ALVARO comes out with a drawn Sword, 

and faſtens il. 
ALV As» 


(150 ) 


Was i it deception? 


; I ſurely heard a 2 


He NRIQPE tapping at the door. 
„ — lovely Blanche, 
Awake. 
ALVARO, 


Hark hark ! It c_ her very name. 


- 1 
My love ! ; my Blanche! "Tis I. 


vane,” 
Ha! Who art thou? 
What midnight ruffian? Where, where can 


my ſword 
| Search out this Jurking wretch ? Ah! it ſhall 
nab 
Thy laſt. I've found thee now—have at thy 
heart— — 
9 Tay heart. He flies, The villain ſhrinka 
| away, | 


But 


But cannot ſcape my vengeance. 
(Henrique retires parrying, and exit 
by the private door, that e 


| "Every door 
Is faſt, has double bolts. A fiend of Hell 
Should not avoid me now, Come forth, and 
meet 
Thy doom. But ſhall ſo baſe a nk Fr 
The death of honour? I'll alarm the houſe, 
And drag him to the gibbet. (Rings @ bell, 


Enter FERDINAND, ANTONIO, and other Do- 
meſlics, with Flambeaux, ALV ARO Nanding 
on his n at the Door. 


Enter quick; 
Secure each paſs, ſearch every corner: Bring 
A chain, and bind hum hard, 


ANTO- 


1 
 ANTONI0. 
My noble Lord 


Is much ents Hath any robber dard 
In darkneſs to aſſault him? 


AI VAIO. 
Les! the worſt 


ot robbers Seize him ſtrait. He muſt be here. — 


4 


FenInAnD. Ez 
Our queſt i vain. There's not a trace— | 


 ALvaro. | 
% ũè Ü; I. 
Your Hrowly eyes 1 you, Ha! what? | 
ET (edc! cc.) 
He N a 
FERDINAND. . 


My Lord i is juſt, 
And will not wrong his ſervants. . 


ALvA- 


( 153 ) 


ALVARO. > 
I am wrong'd, 
And will revenge my wrongs. This ſecrer foe, 
Though favour'd, ſhall not blaſt my honour 
long. | 

Hence Leave your tapers, 8 my own 
right arm 

Shall render ample juſtice. 


ANTONIO to Ferdinand. 
Much I fear d 


Some ſtroke of judgement, 


Wn FzRDINAND. | 
It appears to hang 
In dire ſuſpence. Kind Angels, ſave our miſ- 
treſs! (Exeunt ſervants, 


1 


1 muſt be rigb—1 muſt. | Enchantennt, | 


| . 
Is but the creed of childhood. Luſt can glide 
Through vaulted roofs, and take a thouſand 

ſhapes, 
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To mock ſuſpicion's eye. O what a depth 
Of horror opens to my view. Thou haſt 
No rival ; yet the words had ſcarce expir'd, 
When lo! a rival comes. He calls her Love, 
His Blanche, his lovely Blanche. Ah! who | 
:: can bet = 
This bold intruder? To enquire af her 
Might add but falſehood to unfaithfulneſs. , 
I'll ſift her father. Could this foul intrigue 
Eſcape his piercing ſight or could he act 
The pander to her crimes, then baſely dare 
To palm her for my wife, Alvaro's wife? 
He durſt not. No The ſerpent durſt not. 
= twine 1 _ 
Around me thus, and ſlide his venom'd 
Into my boſom. He, wich all his craft, 
Is over-reach'd. By whom? an arch deceiver, 


So young, ſo fair, in guiſe ſo 1 innocent, 
As —__ a double guilt. 


Enter 


6 


Enter LRONTIo. 


My Lon, well met. 


The hour's untimely, but it calls for prompt _ 


Diſcuſliqn, 


LronT1o. 


What diſturbs my ſon? I heard 


Some 3 18 ry; bride— 


Ha 25 
My. bride ! 8 


No kde; is another's, But this moment 


I trac'd him to her chamber, She refus'd 
My fond careſſes. She reſerves her charms 


For this fo amorous Knight, whole ſword eſ- 


ſay d 
To make a widow 4 in her wedding-robes. 


Lroxri0. 
0 Henrique, how I tremble ? ( ofid 2 ) Good 
488 my Lord. 


Err Re TO yer rt Eo e 
FFC D es LOG tA 
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I pray moſt a let no dune 
No fantaſy miſlead thy noble mind. 
Beware of jealouſy, the lover's bane, 


The fever of the ſoul, which often points 
The viſionary ſword, and raiſes oft 

A hoſt of empty terrors, to confound 
Its hapleſs victim, and to drive him on 

1 ſure en, 


Al vARO. 
What! can ſpecious words 
Subvert my feelings, when too well I heard 
His ſteps, his voice, his foft familiar voice, 


That call'd his Blanche ? And was it bn | 


dream, 
When his drawn faulchion loudly claſh'd 
with mine, 


And — through the loom. 


LroN rio. 
What vent'rous man, 


Vnheard, unknown, unleſs —_ with — 
more 


( 157 4 


Than kimen-mighs;; could force theſe bars 


of braſs? 
Or ſay, what woman, loſt to every ſenſe 
Of danger, or of duty, could appoint 
Her bridal night to meet her amorous ſwain? 
Forgive an old man, if I cannot find 
In theſe ſuſpicions all thy wonted "— 
Or e bent of mind. 


| ALVARO, 

| Thy words confound, 
_. they convince me not. as daughter $ 
Her cold diſdain, her ſilence to my VOWS, 
Her tears to deprecate my love, are proofs. 
That want no comment from this an. 
- + ver, 

This thief of her affection. 


LEONTIO. 
| Let not wah: 
Tranſport my og to ſeek a foreign cauſe 
For Blanche's tears. Affection muſt be woo'd 
By ſoft and flow advances. So abrupt 


Were 
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Wert thine, that fear and ſorro well might 
| {trike | 
80 young a virgin, nurs'd in Anne, 
A ſlranger to thy virtues ; and perchance 
He gentle blood, chat flows en ſuch a 
FE 
Of ſplendid anceſtry, might Sip indignant, | 
So haſtily to yield, by harſh conſtraint, = 
As if unworthy of a ſuitor's kind 
And careful ſervices. O, could ſhe deem 
Her pureſt honour wantonly affail'd 
And ſullied by the man who ſhould protect i 
Her fear would turn to horror, grief to rage, 
Which neither time nor tendereſt offices 
Could &er abate. Thy jealouſy begets 
Tube very ills it feigns, and dreads to feel. 
By all the ties of friendſhip, by thy hope 
Of bleſſedneſs eternal, hear! O hear 
An aged parent ; ſtay thy hand, nor plunge 
Vs all into unfathomable woe. 
Farewell! May Heaven guard thee, O my fon, | 
And ſtill thy troubled ſoul ! (Exit. Leontio. 


 ALva- 


( 159 ) 
ALVARO 4 


| | It ſhall be ſtill, 
And wait the Sri iſſue. Could I trace 


The fainteſt ſhadow of her innocence, | 

I would embrace it. Though I ſcorn to prove 
The dupe of baſe illufion, yet I'll not 

Be paſſion's ſlave, But what can ſhake my 


= firm 
Belief of her diſhonour, far ads | 
2M .. of _— EE be my guide: 
1 


Scene changes to a Bedchamber. 


BLANCHE, NysA. 


Nys A. „ 
The noiſe i is over. Once again tis is gloom = 
And filence all around. Compoſe thy ſpirits. 1 


Theſe fearful agitations will betray mon 
Perhaps 1 it was not he. 


BLANCHE, 


( who ) 


 BLancuys. 

| Alas ! his voice 
Could not deceive mine ear The voice that 

oft 

Awak'd the ſofteſt feelings of my breaſt, 
And rouſes now its terror and diſdain. | 
What means this outrage? Have my ſuffer- 
iiug been 

Too light to glut his ſavage appetite, 
But muſt the huſband of Conſtantia prowl 
For midnight prey, and perſecute to death 5 
The victim of his falſehood ? 


, Nys A. 7 
5 | Only * 
9 of blackeſt dye, or r conſcious reQtitude, 
Could dare to ſeek thy preſence. i 


BLANCHE. 

Then 'twas guilt 

That 1b 4 dus deed of darkneſs, proudeſt 
guilt, 

That would —_ but can no more 'delude. 


We 


( 161 1 

We heard the claſh of cen The vreteh 
; muſt meet 

. The ruin which he plotted. Avefal Powers ! 
But yeſterday my heart had ſhed with joy 
Its lateſt drop, to ſave the hand that ſtabs it, 


Nys aA. 
| Had death been buſy, loud alarms would ſhake 


The tow'rs of Belmont, Through the ſecret 


door, 


| And well-known windings of the Place, ; 


muſt 
; Hale fled from vengeance. All is ſafe. Alvaro 
Can never charge thy virtue— 


BLANCHE, 
Will the ſhafts 
Of ſore affliction never ceaſe to rain 
On my devoted head? Ah ! whither can 
I fly from inſults on my honour, far 


More precious than my life? A father's houſe, 


A huſband's arms, will prove no ſanctuary 
From power that treads on juſtice, laughs at 
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And 1 al limit to its viel fires; 
Nay, ſtirs againſt my peace the very hands 
That ſhould defend it; gives me up a prey 
To wrath and ſcowling jealouſy, and drives 
Me forth a loathſome outcaſt, to expire 
In agonies of ſhame and piercing ſorrow. 

O Nyſa ! what can I have done to merit 
dee _ from Henrique ? 


Nys4. 
Nor his crown 
Could recompence thy wrongs; nor his whole 
life 
Spent in thy ſervice, could atone for this 
One day of groſſeſt injury. Bear up, 
My Blanche, en this whelming grief. 
„ - Pann 
The cloud that threatens will not burſt in 
| thunder, | 
But chear thy _ with ſudden n of : 
hope. . 


'BLANCUE, 


00463) 


BLANCHE. 
Impoſiihle I've bid a long farewel . 
To Hope's deluſive promiſe. All my ſtay 
Is on thy kindneſs. My malignant fate 
Hath not yet torn this laſt of comforts from 
| Yes! on thy boſom will I vent my grief, 
And in thy gentle friendſhip ſeek a ſhort 
Relief from torment, Sleep can bring 
No cordial to my ſufferings, Let us haſte. 
Once more to viſit, with the earlieſt morn, 
Theſe arching groves, where frequently I 

ſtray d 

Wich other feelings. Let me chere retir d 
Weep in the peaceful ſhade, and wiſh an end 
Ty all my miſeries. | (Excunt. | 


X 2 1 SCENE 


( 16 ) 


| Sczns changes to the Park, 
| HenxIQuE alone. 


* Ir muſt be clear d 
Before I leave the ſpot. The bravo's voice 


Was not unknown. But when or "OO, 
eſcapes | 
My hurried brain. What ſacrilege, to uk + 
His ſword againſt his Prince My deep re- 
| Feet | 
For Blanche's honour fav him. Yet no 
N power 
Of mortal foreſight — a me there, 
And darkneſs veil'd me | roms his eye; and 
yet 
The rude reviler Wo my hw. and croſt i it, 
As there were guilt in my untimely viſit.— 


1 rove in vain conjecture, Will the light 


Diſpel my doubts ? The ſun already drives 


The fleccy clouds, and now with _— 
ſtreaks 


6165) 


The mountain tops, and climbs the redden- 
ing ky. 
Pl hide me in the bow r. Perchance my 
Blanche . 
May wander to her Henrique longing arms, 
And ſooth his anxious mind. Ariſe, my 
Fair! 
The muſic of the grove invites thy ſtep; 
The zephyr calls thee with my tender ſighs; 
Thy lover waits ; ariſe, and come away. 
(Exit. 


Exp or ACT THIRD. 
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ACT FOURTH. 
SCENE the Park. 


BLANCHE. Nys A. 


| Know. 

* woods, that ſtretch your venerable arms 
Around this ew receſs, and. witneſs'd 

oft 

The guiltleſ rapture of my ws days, 

Receive me to your boſom, ſinking now 

Beneath the preſſure of encreaſing woe. 

O could ye hide me from myſelf, and ſhed 

A dark oblivion o'er my aching ſenſe, 

I'd court your friendly ſhelter with more zeal 

Than &er did holy anchorite of old, 


1 
CE 


(»G ) 


And here ſecluded from the cares of life, 
Give my whole heart to Heaven, O were it 
„„ ” — 
Its ſovereign will to ſtrike me to the ground, 
And rid me of this anguiſh, worſe than death, 
With eyes of ſtreaming gratitude I'd meet 
Such act of Os 


 Nys4. 
Be thy precious life 
Reſervd. for better fortune! Shall thy prime 1 
Be blighted thus in all its riſing beauty ? LE 
Call virtue, vengeance, to thine 4 — brave 
The terrors of che ſtorm. 


Bra NCHE. 
I feel my . 

Too feeble for the ſhock. The light is hateful. 

All nature ſickens to my view, and ſeems. 
As weary of my ſtay. Thou, Nyſa, thou, 

Though others paſs me by, wilt ſtrew with 

| flowers 

My 19 grave, and by the clmmerin light 

Of 


1 ) 
Of the pale ben le guilty aer wo kigh 


- Oer her who lov'd thee. 


Nen „ e at 
| e e ve man. 
| ence, 
Nor let the tide of forrow quite  oerwhelm 
thee. 
Let — fancies —＋ upon thy heart, 
No Ge that e it. Nature 
db 
A face of mild ſerenity, 6nd vuties 
2 3 che Jarring ene Could my 
That Mee + bad powerto pleaſe, accord with her 
80 gentle harmony, I ſhould rejoice 
But for a moment to beguile thy pain, 
And fical os from nh e 
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Ah! ceaſe to liſt, unhappy fair, 

The plaintive accents of deſpair, 
That iſſue from the ſullen gloom, 
And draw thee to the Tung tomb. 5 
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ö Forbid ; it, 45800 Fly to wied 
Lour wings around her drooping 1 
5 The Demon's witching power controul, 


And whiſper comfort to her ſoul. 


Frei 


| Hark! a noiſe 
As of ſome haſty paſſenger: 


Ns A. 

1 perhaps 

The raſtting of the Weg or | bounding ſtep 

of ſome affrighted deer, 
| Brancus. FRY 

O Heavens! tis he. 


. . Enter 


ta) 


Enter HENRIQUE. 

 HENRIQUE. 

: Tis he, my Blanche, * Henrique, by who 
Tp longs, *® 

With love's impatient ardour, here to kneel, 

To breathe his paſſion, to confirm his VOWS, 

And ſtrain thee to his breaſt. But why that 
+ .f . ook 

Of pale diſtraction ? Why that ſudden . 3 

And doſt thou draw thy "m = plighted 5 

hand, | 
| = wa mine that claims it? 


Bunons: : 
Nyſa, let us hence. 


HENR1QUE. 
No, ſtay, my charmer, ſtay. an a while 
The motions of reſentment. Paint me not 
In falſehood's varying hue. What now ap- 


8 pears 
My crime, will ſhew my pureſt innocence, 


And ever conſtant love. 


BLANCHE, 


( 


BLANCHE, 7 
| 5 ü 85 Give ways Alas! 
Il cannot hear thee, 

HENRI1QUE. : : : 
Ah! nor hear me, Blanche; 


Not hear thy fond, thy faithful Henrique 


_ Can 1 

Thy cruelty deny thy Prince the right 
Which even a flave demands? And have I loſt 
The power to calm thy trouble, to diffuſe 
The glow of pleaſure o'er thy lovely cheek, 
To fix thy credence in my promis'd faith? 
I who for thee, to keep my faith — 

_ Hazard eta crown, my life. 


BLanc HE. 

Thy words are vain, 
Thy promiſe but a dream, a thing forgot, 
And out of date. My doom is "RE d, my 
wiretchedneſs. 
No power could bind us now. 


* 2 HEN- 


. . ) 
Ah. e 
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* * 


He NRIQUE. : 
| What 0 8 
erben thy fate? Methought I came to 
bleſs the. 
What means that alter d eye, that frown of 
horror? bf 
Oh! ſpeak, my Blanche. Tas, ſurely thou 
art mine. ME. : 
What raviſher dare ſeize my prize? What 
arm 
Oppole the King? The mn ſhall ſooner 
+ e, 
Than I renounce my FONG and my love. 


BLANCHE. 
Thy threats are uſeleſs, Know, I am not thine, 
I am—Alvaro's wife. 


Henmavz. 
Mlyſterious Powers! 
| Alvaro' s wife! My Blanche Alvaro's wife! 
Vnurterable horror! (a ſhort pane.) 
Not a night 
Between thy firſt and ſecond vous! 80 ſoon 
Forgot ? 


(493-3 
: Forgot? 80 ſoon? An hour efface whole years 


Of tendereſt love. O raſh credulity ! 
It hath mo me, hath undone thyſelf. 


Bravcus. 

Hold, wilt thou ſink ſo low as ſtrive to ahh 

The woman thou haſt wrong d, ſo baſely 
wrong'd? . 
And think'ſt thou my credulity ſo 3 
As bars the eye from ſight, _ ear from 
| ſound, 
And reaſon from conviction? Shame, to edge 
en inj b with inſult? | 


_ Henzigue. 5 
Truſt me, Blanche, 
Thy ſenſes, faithful as they lenny betray'd 
thee ; 
Nor canſt thou more ſuſpect my ſacred truth, 
Than queſtion if thou art Alvaro's wife. 


BLANCHE. | 

What! hes I ſaw thee give this treacherous 
| hand | 
To 


(me ) 
. e ! Saw thee ſolemnly confirm 
The Monarch's will to thy applauding comer! 
And law thy Queen, thy choſen ſpouſe, receive 
Wich pride of heart their homage! Was it all 
A ſcene of faſcination ? Rather own 
| The prudence of thy choice, than mock me 
: thus 
With palpable deceit ; than till affect 
A paſſion now extinct, or never felt. 
Avow, the hand of Conſtance firmly binds 
Thy tottering crown. Avow, that nde 
1 was vain | ” 
To look ſo high, and thou haſt bumbled is : 
Yet why didſt thou, ungenerous, point my 
Above my poor deſert, to make its fall 
More fatal? I foreſaw the dire event, 
And had thy falſehood not diſpell'd my fears, 
Would ſtill have blam'd __ 5 1 more 
| than thee, 
Still fix'd thy image in my patient heart, 
Nor facrific'd my hand, but lift it up 
In prayers to Heaven for him who had re- 
N it. 5 
He N- 


A 75 ) 


HenzQue. 


Spare ſpare reproach. Tis error, 'is delu- 


| ſion. 
1 am not what I ſeem. Yet hear 


BLANCHE. 
| No more. 
The time is over. Let Alvaro hear thee. 


I muſt avoid thy converſe, and ſhould blu 
For chis offence to honour. 


Haw RIQUE, 
Wilt thou ae | 
To wild deſpair a primes whole glowing rage 
Will rather fire a throne prepar'd for thee, 
Than gratify his people's mad defires ? 


BLANCHE, 


O generous Prince, fu ppreſs this noble 


phrenſy. 
Thy chrone in flames, a dale oath in- 
fring'd 


"i . as to me, avail me nought 


Thy - 


— 
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Thy rage is idle. If my artleſs heart | 

Once yielded to thy ſnares, it | breaks them 
no, 

And leaves this final warning t to * "7 

Alvaro' s wife ſhall ſpurn Don Henrique's 

love. © Execunt mn and * 


HEN a1 alone. 


Unj uſt, Aa rte Blanche! Is this the meed 
I have ſo dearly purchas'd ? This the fruit, 
The bitter fruit of all my blooming hope? 
A dream, a ſhadow; no, a weighty curſe, 
Big with impending woe. Renounce her 
| Prince, 

Her friend, her fond baue on | whoſe 
| prealt 

She lean'd with ſweeteſt con ns,” ro fly 


Wich angry ſpeed to this Alvaro's arms, 


This , ſtranger.— Then twas he I 
The ba huſband, he whoſe jealous word 
= > owe 


S FIR 1 1 . a 


n 


| Would murder in the dark: O nd 
mercy! 
Her charms were unprofancd. She muſt 
| abhor | 
Her choſen wretch. Yes! her enſnared youth 
Was made the ſport of paſſion, made the tool 
Ot barbarous policy. O could his ſword 
” Once more encounter mine, — A ſudden 
thought | 
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